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" ae / SO EASY TO MAKE...SO 
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CHIQUITA’S 
Banana Split 


Peel and split one 


ice cream. Top ice 











banana into halves. 
Top banana halves with 


chocolate sauce, fruit sauce, 
5 whipped cream, nuts and cherry. 
Makes one man-sized Banana Split. 
*Use fully ripe bana 
yellow peel flecked with Sven. 


UNITED FRUIT COMPANY 


GOOD TO EAT/| 


cream with 


Pier 3, North River, 
New York 6,4. ¥. 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


A STAND BY FOR DANGER. By E. D. 
Mycatr. Longmans, Green and Com- 
pany, $2.50. There is something romantic and 
stirring about “ham radio”—amateurs talking 
quietly over the far-flung reaches of the globe 
to friends they have never seen—sometimes 
sending first reports of disaster, standing by 
to help in rescue work, or transmitting to 
strange out-of-touch places vital messages 
that could reach their destination on time in 
no other way. The summer before the story 
opens, the Hamilton boys had persuaded 
their Western friend Pelican to enroll at 
Abbott, their school in the East. The very first 
day Pelican finds it wise to trade his cowboy 
regalia for more usual schocl garments. But 
his inner adjustments are not that easy. Al- 
though the dream of Pelican’s life is to be a 
doctor, he almost gives up the whole idea 
when faced with the confinement, the restric- 
tion of rules and regulations, and the juvenile 
attitudes of some of his classmates. He tangles 
especially with Oliver—the self-important, 
snobbish leader of a group of boys. Two 
things keep Pelican from bolting: his fast- 
growing absorption in his roommates’ short- 
wave radio set, which the boys have secretly 
established in the attic above their room, and 
his interest in a fellow student, Zink—a pale, 
thin, Polish refuge. Zink is worried about his 
father, a jet expert from whom no word has 
come in some time. Then the very night the 
boys receive a strange message which Zink 
is sure is from his father, the radio set is dis- 
covered and confiscated. The boys are aghast. 
In spite of great odds, they succeed in saving 
Zink’s father. In the process they make a 
friend of Oliver and convince the Head of the 
importance of ham radio in fostering inter- 
national friendship. Here is an exciting story 
of a fascinating and worth-while hobby for 
boys—and some girls, too—and there is an ap- 
pendix full of information for those really 
interested in amateur radio. 


ORCHIDS FOR ANITA. By Marjory 

Hai. Funk & Wagnalls Company, 
$2.75. If you have read Marjory Hall’s books, 
you know that she weaves an entertaining 
story of today’s young people into the warp 
of a career background. Do you remember 
“Saralee’s Silver Spoon,” with its fascinating 
material on the manufacturing of silver; or 
‘Greetings from Glenna,” which gave an in- 
teresting insight into the greeting-card busi- 
ness? You probably recognize yourselves— 
your problems, dreams, worries, joys—in these 
books, for Miss Hall’s young people have a 
convincing reality. Businesswoman as well as 
author, she presents an honest picture of the 
business world and usually features a problem 
or two you are likely to meet later on in any 
career. There have been eleven of these books, 
and most teen-age girls would enjoy them all. 
In this one, pretty, popular Anita Carleton, 
daughter of wealthy, socially prominent par- 
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Getting all set for summer? Ship’n Shore blouses 
go well with skirts...look fine with slacks... 
are nice for shorts and pedal-pushers, too! 
And you can’t make Dad mad with a little 
price-tag like this!...$1.98 to $2.98 


Ship'nShd 


<J blouses 


a 





Left: 
a sleeveless 
combed cotton 
broadcloth. 


Right: 
a king-size plaid 
in fine woven 
gingham. 





The Sig@¥f a Good Washable Blouse 


al 








(a) A page-boy 


1. Her crowning glory is 
(b) An Italian cut 


(c) A chignon 


3. This gal is sporting 


(a) A tunic 


(b) A bell-boy jacket (c¢) A cardigan 


5. The dress style is 


(a) The dirndl 
(b) The Empire 





(c) The middy 
















es 






2. This is called 


(a) A mandarin collar (b) A turtle neck 
(c) A stand-away collar 


(b) Pedal pushers 


How’s your fashion [.Q.? 


How many of the fashions below can you identify? Score 
10 for each correct answer. You pass if you get 40. A score 
of 50 is good, 60 perfect. The answers are on page 51. 


4, For play she’s wearing 


(a) Toreador pants 


(c) Culottes 


6. Her new coat is a 
(a) Pyramid 


(b) Chesterfield (¢) Coachman's 
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ents, gives up her studies at a New York dra- 
matic school when she is convinced that she 
lacks the spark that makes a great actress, 
Back in her small New England town of Brad- 
dock, Anita finds herself an outsider in the 
circle of her married friends, and a purely friv- 
olous social life rather pointless. A Mexican 
vacation with her parents gives her an entirely 
new interest in Jimmy Sage, a childhood 
sweetheart she has never taken seriously, 
Jimmy, who works for the Ward Goodhue 
Company of Braddock, dealers in flavoring 
extracts, is in Mexico learning about vanilla 
beans. Confident, tanned, popular, Jimmy has 
apparently exchanged his meek devotion to 
Anita for a new interest in beautiful Dolores 
Hidalgo. Back home, with Bill Manning, her 
father’s assistant, as guide, friend, and ever- 
present help, Anita goes to work for the Ward 
Goodhue Company. Added to the problem of 
ruthless competition, office friendships, and 
undesirable bosses any of us may meet, Anita 
has her special one of the rich man’s daughter, 
who everyone considers does not need to 
work, won't take her job seriously, or stick at 
it when the going is rough. 


PULLING STRINGS. By MapELEIN N. 


Myers. Henry Holt and Company, 
$2.50. Back from college with a brand-new 
sheepskin and no very clear idea of what she 
wants to do, Victoria Channing is dismayed 
by changes in the life of her family. Her com- 
petent mother has rented two floors of the 
Channing brownstone house and is capably 
managing her household and a job, while her 
father is trying to make a go of a new venture 
as a photographer in Florida. In the restricted 
Channing quarters, Victoria must share a 
room with her younger sister Linda, who is as 
assured and competent as her mother. Lack- 
ing the drive of interest in any particular 
career, with nothing definite to offer and no 
experience, Victoria has a difficult time: find- 
ing a job. Through her enterprising sister, 
Victoria meets Chris, a young man with an 
interest in folk dances and full of enthusiasm 
and excellent ideas for the future of television, 
in which he has a promising job. Attracted to 
Concerta, the shy, talented daughter of the 
Channing’s Puerto Rican tenants, Victoria at 
last succeeds in winning the girl’s friendship. 
A visit from her college beau—an insufferably 
rude, selfish young man who aims to succeed 
through “contacts”—proves painfully disillu- 
sioning. However, it gives Victoria an idea 
which through luck and her talent for sewing, 
leads to a small job in the costume department 
of the studio where Chris works. Bit by bit 
things work out in a most satisfactory way 
for Victoria, Chris, and Concerta. You will 
enjoy the scenes in a television studio. 


THE BABY SITTER’S GUIDE. By \ary 

Furtonc Moore. Thomas Y. Crowell 
Company, $2.00. Though this book contains 
valuable hints for men and women of any age 
who baby-sit as a business or merely for rela- 
tives, it was really written especially for teen- 
agers. In friendly, sensible style, it defines the 
responsibilities of parents and sitters; gives 
practical information about the care of chil- 
dren—from infants to ten-year-olds—at bed- 
time, mealtime, and playtime. It discusses 
what children at different ages are like and 
what they like to do, with many suggestions 
for keeping children happily occupied. It tells 
what to do in case of tantrums, nightmares, or 
the crying infant and suggests ways of keep- 
ing children safe and dealing with emergen- 
cies. Anyone who plans to baby-sit will find 
it well worth reading. THE END 
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MAY COVER PHOTO 

“Did you say a little birdie would come 
out?” the kitten on the cover asked famous 
= cat photographer Walter Chandoha, just 
as the shutter snapped. Kitty’s name is 
Minet (which means “kitty” in French). 
He’s third from the left in the saucer bri- 
gade. His brothers’ names are Binky, Glub, 
§ and Tiger, on the right. Mr. Chandoha has 
photographed thousands of cats—alley to 
aristocracy. Don’t you think this is one of 
his best? 
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Cuticura... 


A WORLD LEADER FOR 
OVER SEVENTY-FIVE YEARS ... 


Makes Skin 


Lovelier 
as Pimples Clear Up 





Softer, Smoother Skin starts 
in 7 days... or money back! 


Hundreds of doctors use and prefer 
Cuticura Soap and Ointment. Here’s 
why: 

Cuticura Soap, alone of all leading 
soaps, is superfatted—the mildest, best 
kind of soap for the skin. And emol- 
lient Cuticura Ointment actually im- 
proves your skin as it helps clear up 
blackheads, oiliness and *externally 
caused pimples. In 7 days you’ll see 
the start of thrilling new softness, 
freshness, radiant new tone. 

Use Cuticura Soap several times 
daily, Cuticura Ointment at night. 
You'll get the “all clear” sign in re- 
cord time! Get Cuticura at your drug- 
gist today! 


( uticu ra, 


NEW! For faster results, use 
new “invisible” Cuticura 
Medicated Liquid dur- 
ing the day, under your 
make-up. 









“Happens every time he 
drinks energy-packed RC!” 



























YES, RC MAKES YOU FEEL LIKE NEW! 


Two full glasses in the BIG bottle! 
Enjoy a frosty RC today! 
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This lamppost has definite leanings and 
they're all in the direction of glamour, 
Made of gold-finish metal and sparked with 
simulated jewels. Use the tiny funnel to 
fill the removable flacon with 1% drams of 
your favorite scent. Gift-packed, $2; The West- 
erneer, Dept. AG, P.O. Box 5, Colorado Springs 





The view is much better from here. Put a 
2 x 2-inch slide in this viewer and see for 
yourself. Kodaslide Pocket Viewer, made of 
tenite and ground optical-glass lens for 
four-time magnification, folds compactly to fit 
easily in the palm of your hand. $1.95. Peerless 
Camera, 415 Lexington Ave., New York 17 





Tuffy the Tub Boat houses an irresistible 
trio of fat little fish that sail the bathtub 
waves and make Junior forget the soap in 
his eyes. Hang Tuffy over tub and keep water 
from dripping on floor. Made of gaily painted 
plastic. Personalized to your order: $1.50, 
Kathy Ilsa, Dept. AG, Box 201, Montclair, N. J. 
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The lady has a dual personality. On your 
dresser she looks like a lovely figurine. 
Actually she’s an ingenious sewing kit. Fig- 
ure conceals a pastel pincushion; base 
holds spools of thread, needles, and thimble. 
White plastic; $1.49. Empire Enterprises, 
Dept. AG; 1513 Charlotte St., New York 60 





How do you like your eggs? Pampered, we 
hope! Here’s a setting worthy of Mr. Dumpty: 
Rosewood cups with a high walnut sheen and a 
hug-me-tight attachment for eggs. Shiny shak- 
ers stand at attention for seasoning needs. Four 
cups and shakers neatly boxed; $1.50. Import 
Emporium, Dept. AG, 175 5th Ave., N. Y. 10 





Make a clean sweep of the dining table. Do it 
elegantly with this crumb-catcher set. Tiny 
dustpan and six-inch whiskbroom in ivory 
plastic with bright trim. Dustpan may be 
personalized to order. A wonderful gift for 
the hostess who has “everything.” $1.50, 
Kathy Ilsa, Dept. AG, Box 201, Montclair, N. J. 


Order items directly from 
addresses listed. Enclose check 


Or money order. Refund quoranteed 
on all nonpersonalized items 
returned within seven days. 
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Sailor's Delight 


Torele) ome le-ss-m- 1 ale Manlio le hy bolell 





Enclosed Check NAME 


DALE HILTON 











wae Send t.0D, —-«-ADDRESS 

on . & 2 .0.D. 

o te’ ” ITY a STATE___ — 
Please send me my “‘Sailor’s Delight” @ $8.95 in oe added 25¢ for postage and handling. AG 


SIZE COLOR 2nd COLOR CHOICE 
Smart girls prepay their orders and save C.0.D. charges. 


Prepay your order if you live outside the v ‘S.A. 
1 have enclosed $1 deposit to be applied to my 
C.0.D. purchase. 














Your Money Refunded If Not Satisfied. 


because so many people want your photograph 


LUXURIOUS, 
DOUBLE-WEIGHT, SATIN FINISH 


WALLET-SIZE 


\*iondship Photos 


from your graduation portrait 
(or ony other photo, snapshot or negative) 

Ilustration reduced from actual size. Friendship 
Photos are 2'2” x 31/2”, on luxurious double- 
weight portrait paper, finest satin finish. 

Give them proudly. Friendship Photos are nice 
enough to frame. 

Give all you want. They're low priced for easy 







FOR ONLY 


giving — to classmates, girl friends, boy friends, 
§ 00 neighbors, relatives — every one who wants 
Use them everywhere. Enclose them with your 
letters. Use them for college, employment, pass- 

or 50 for $2 port or other applications. 
oo he Mail Money-Back Coupon Today. Minimum 


order, $1. (Special — 50 Friendship Photos, 
ordered at one time from one pose, only $2)— 
your money back air mail if you're not delighted. 


Friendship Photos, Box 17-B, Quincy 69, Mass. 
Please send me: [) 20 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid. $1 enclosed 
C 50 Friendship Photos from one pose postpaid. $2 enclosed 


t endose photo or negative which you will return unharmed. 
My money back air mail if I'm not delighted. 











You can have lots 


more clothes 


for lots less money 


—with a SINGER! 


When an irresistible force (your desire for more 
clothes) meets an immovable object (your mite-size 
budget) —a simple solution is to sew your own clothes! 
And nothing makes sewing so easy, as an easy-to-use 
SINGER* Sewing Machine! 

No other sewing machine is so simple to operate, 
so completely dependable! Whether you’ve already 
learned—or you merely want to learn—you'll find a 
SINGER machine a girl’s best sewing friend. 

And there are so many wonderful SINGERs to choose 
from, at your nearby SINGER SEWING CENTER. (Address 
in phone book, under SINGER SEWING MACHINE CO.) 
Experts at the Center give you a complete sewing 
course free, when you buy a SINGER. And you'll find 
the Center full of things you need for sewing. Why 
not come in for a “‘browse-around”’—soon! 


For the best in TV—tune in “FOUR STAR PLAYHOUSE” 
—consult your local newspaper for time and station, 


SINGER SEWING CENTERS 


There’s one near you to serve you 
Simplicity Pattern? 4633 


Which one’s for you? Only SINGER gives you such choice in portables! 


é 


Straight-Needle. Smooth-stitching, easy- FEATHERWEIGHT* Portable. Weighs only Slant-Needle. New! For easier seeing, the 


running, a wonderful sewing ‘“‘pal.”” Sews 
forward and back . . . is simple to thread 
and regulate . .. dependable for life, as only 
a SINGER can be! In a big choice of stun- 
ning cabinets; portable models, too. 


11 lbs. Sews forward and back, has round 
bobbin, spotlight, foot control, built-in ex- 
tension leaf. Easiest machine ever to carry 
to sewing “bees”... to take to college ... 
to enjoy for a lifetime! 


needle slants toward you instead of being 
straight up and down. Cabinet or portable. 
(Aluminum head lifts right out!) Beige or 
black, in clever angle-leaf Spinet cabinet, 
other handsome cabinets. 


* A Trade Mark of THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY. Copyright, U.S.A., 1954, by THE SINGER MANUFACTURING COMPANY, All rights reserved for all countries. 
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Pat Downing enters a contest and learns a 


point or two about how to write a good story 


by FRANCES FITZPATRICK WRIGHT 


DEAREST JANIE: 


Did you, by any chance, see the ad announcing a short- 
story contest in “Sub-Deb Magazine” this month? The first 
prize is a free trip by plane to New York, or three hundred dol- 
lars cash, or a record player and ten records. Only high school 
girls can compete. Isn’t that a golden opportunity? I'm going 
to enter a story. I should stand a fair chance of winning ‘cause 
I’ve been getting straight A’s on my themes at school. If I 
do, I'll pay you a visit with the prize money. If I don’t win, 
I'll get some good practice. I might write a love story, the 
historical type. How would it do if I wrote about Sam Hous- 
ton and Eliza Allen? She lived near here, you know, and he 
lived in Nashville for a while. It would be a sad story, though, 
because:they lived together for just about three months after 
their wedding, then parted forever. If you like the idea, let 
me know posthaste because the contest closes in two months. 

If I won second prize I could still come to see you. Even 
third would be a lot better than nothing. I wouldn't spurn 
it, I can tell you that. 

Your loving friend, 
P.D. 


Dearest Janie: 

Thanks a million for your encouraging letter. Also for the 
book of short stories by famous authors. I am reading the 
stories with care. It’s an inspiration, but also discouraging. 
I could never write anything to compare with them. 

I've studied the structure of the short story. First you pre- 
sent the characters and the situation in the introduction. (In 
my case Sam and Eliza and a matchmaking father.) Then 
you pile up complications in a succession of episodes, grow- 
ing worse and worse to deepen the suspense. Then you have 
the climax. (Mine will be when Eliza leaves Sam.) Last you 


Illustrations by Sylvia Haggander 
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have the denouement. That’s from a French word meaning to 
untie. It is what happens after the climax, like Sam leaving for 
the West on the steamboat Red Rover. I thought I would say 
“The tall, lonely figure stood at the rail, his back turned to 
Nashville, to the capitol, to all that reminded him of Eliza and 
the happiness he had lost.” Do you like that? 

I've written the introduction, too. “Eliza Allen’s big, violet- 
blue eyes grew bigger as she saw her father approaching with 
a tall, handsome man. She suspected who the stranger was and 
her heart beat fast with foreboding. As she advanced to meet 
them along the wide brick walk that led from the rose garden 
to the house, her cheeks were the color of the pink roses in the 
basket on her arm. With fluttering eyelids she dropped a curtsy. 

“Eliza, said her father, ‘I want you to meet the governor of 
Tennessee, Sam Houston!’ ” 

How does that sound? Tell me truthfully, Janie, if it grips you. 
I am not going to read it to Sandy until it’s all finished. You and 
Sandy are the only people who know I am going to enter the 
contest. 

Tomorrow I am going to Nashville to take a look at that por- 
trait of Sam Houston in the capitol, so I can describe him more 
feelingly. They say he had great appeal for women of all ages, 
all his life. He had three wives in all—Eliza Allen; Tiana Rogers, 
a beautiful Cherokee woman; and Margaret Lea—and seven 
children. If this story pans out well, I might write a book some- 
time about all three—“The Three Wives of Colonneh.” The 
Indians called Houston “Colonneh.” It means the raven, a wise 
bird. 

Today was a holiday and I rode to town with Sandy in his 
jeep to get some shrubbery for his mother from the express office. 
We drove by the cemetery to see Eliza Allen’s grave. I felt a 
pang of pity for poor Eliza, though her troubles have been over 
a long time. Sandy didn't know much- about her, or Sam 
Houston either. I told him how Eliza’s ambitious father pushed 
her into marrying Sam when she was just seventeen. Imagine 
marrying a governor at that age! Sandy thinks it’s a good story. 
Most love stories make him sick, he said, because they are not 
true to life. Sandy won't admit it, but he is highbrow. He reads 
books about world affairs and a lot of history. He thinks “Moby 
Dick” is wonderful but I can’t make any sense out of it. In a way 
I hesitate to show him my story. 

Give your father and mother my love. I am glad they like the 
idea of my coming to see you. The contest will be over in a 
month, and the winners are notified within six weeks. By then it 
will be only a month till school is out and I could come. 

Your optimistic friend, 
P. Downing 


Dearest Janie: 

When I was in Nashville today, I went to the archives depart- 
ment, and I had thrills and chills reading some old letters written 
by Sam Houston to President Andrew Jackson, who was his dear 
friend. The ink was faded, but the letters were anything but 
dull. I’ve always thought those pictures of soldiers and statesmen 
hanging in the D.A.R. and the U.D.C. library here are dreary. 
You can hardly imagine those impassive, bearded men being 
alive. But the more I read about Houston, the more I realize that 
they were just as much alive in their day as we are now. Jackson 
and Houston and their friends were always having duels, or run- 
ing for office, or madly in love, or fighting battles. Never a dull 
moment. Nobody ever lived with more gusto than Sam Houston. 
I wish I could make him life-size in my story. 

One of the stories in the book you sent me is the best, positively 
the best story I have ever read. It is “Neighbor Rosicky,” by Willa 
Cather. Jeepers! If I could ever make a character come alive 
like that. Fat chance that I will. But I'm not competing with 
Willa Cather—only with other high school girls. 

Back to my hero. You can see when you look at his portrait 
why he was such a favorite with women. He was six feet, six 
inches tall, really magnificent looking. He had burning blue eyes. 
In the portrait they seem to follow you around the room with a 
brilliant, piercing gaze. Why Eliza left him, I'll never know. No 
one will. Neither she nor Sam ever explained what caused the 
separation. Sandy says I’m in love with Sam H. Have you ever 
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heard of anything more ridic? He has been dead ninety years, 
I'll confess I wish life were as romantic now as it was then, 
Where would you ever find a man now who, for love of a girl in 
her teens, would ‘resign as governor and go to live in exile among 
the Indians, way out west? That’s what Sam Houston did when 
Eliza left him. True, in about a year he married Tiana Rogers, the 
beautiful Cherokee, but he still felt sad about being ditched by 
Eliza. She was a heartless girl. ; 
Your ever-loving friend, 
Pat Downing 
Dearest Janie: 

Three cheers! I have finished my story. As soon as I get it 
typed, I'll send a carbon copy for you to read, if you will be so 
kind. I think it is good. I know that sounds conceited, but I don’t 
mind bragging to you. I meant to read it to Sandy tonight, but 
he had to help his father at the tobacco warehouse. They are 
going to have the last sale tomorrow. 

What if I should win! Imagine seeing your story in print in 
“Sub-Deb Magazine.” I would die of joy. To say nothing of the 
ducats in my pocket. I may decide to be an author. Picture me, 
if you can, aged forty, in real English tweeds, with a wolfhound 
on a leash, coming down the gangplank of a great ocean liner to 
the waiting newspaper reporters and photographers. That's the 
way it is with some famous authors. But I don’t think Willa 
Cather put on the dog. I'd love to write as she did, but if I can’t, 
then I'd like to be a good popular writer like Edna Ferber. When 
actresses and dancers get to be forty, they are often given the 
gate, but authors can go on authoring until they are old. I'd love 
to be famous, wouldn’t you? 


Your day-dreaming friend, 
Pat Downing 
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Decrest Janie: 

I am so mad at Sandy that smoke is coming out of my ears. 
Honestly. And if I never have another date with him, it will be 
too soon. I read my story to him tonight. He listened to the end, 
very politely. 

When I finished I said, “Tell me the truth now. What did you 
think of it?” 

“Do you mean the truth,” he asked, “the whole truth, and 
nothing but the truth?” I nodded and he went on, “In my judg- 
ment it’s bunk. All that high-flown language, all that claptrap 
about broken hearts and shattered dreams. It’s mid-Victorian, 
sentimental as all get out.” 

“Well, thanks for listening,” I said icily. I wadded the pages 
all up in a ball and threw them into the fire. Then I burst 
into tears. 

Sandy stood up, calm as a daisy. He should be on a firing 
squad. He wouldn't mind a bit. He didn’t apologize at all. If he 
had thought it was the best I could do, he said, then he might 
have lied a bit to spare my feelings. He added that the theme I 
wrote about the dogs raiding our sheep was good. “Get off your 
high horse,” he ended. “Come down to earth. Write about 
plain folks.” I just sat there in stony silence. Sandy went home. 
And here I sit, mad as a hatter, with my story in ashes. If only 
you were here, dear Janie, I'd feel better. 

Your embittered friend, 
Pat Downing 


Dearest Janie: 
Thanks a lot for your consoling letter. You really are the best 
friend I have. 


I am feeling better, but not so good that I want to rewrite my 
story, or start a new one. I guess there was some truth in what 
Sandy said. Maybe that’s why it burned me alive when he said 
it. I guess it takes a lot of determination to be an author. I'm not 
so sure I want to be one. 

Your ever-loving friend, 
Pat Downing 


Dearest Janie: 

The other day after glee-club practice I was walking home 
from school. A jeep stopped beside me. Sandy leaned out and 
called, “It’s a small world, isn’t it? Want a ride?” 

I got in, rather reluctantly. I have been cool to Sandy since the 
late unpleasantness. But in spite of myself, I felt glad to see him 
now. Sandy is so cheerful and it was a desolate afternoon. The 
sky was a murky gray with tattered black clouds scudding across 
it; a raw, damp wind was blowing; the houses we passed looked 
cold and dreary. Don’t I sound like a writer? 

Sandy said the radio announced a stormy night. “Could I come 
over and watch the fight with you on TV?” he asked. 

I said that would be okay. We drove along in silence, our heads 
bowed to keep the stinging wind out of our eyes. That was how 
we nearly ran over a little dog, just as we were turning in our 
gate. 

Sandy stopped in time, jumped out and picked him up and 
handed him over to me. He was shaking all over, the poor little 
thing. When I cuddled him up close to warm him he licked 
my hands. 

“He must be starving,” I said. “I can count his ribs.” 

When we got to our house, I handed (Continued on page 32) 


Sandy jumped out and picked up the little 
puppy we had nearly run over 








for a quick getaway in the morning when she heard her 

friend Rita Metcalfe taking the stairs two at a time. Julie 
frowned. It was the same every night. Just before bedtime Rita 
would come dashing in with the day’s account of various boy 
friends, including her latest conquest—Terry McGinty. 

“I'm through with Terry McGinty,” she announced as she 
stormed into the room. “I told him so today.” 

“Oh, Rita, you didn’t!” Julie said. Then afraid she had sounded 
too eager she added nonchalantly, “You'll get over it. What 
happened?” 

“Nothing,” Rita snapped. “That's just the trouble. All we ever 
do is walk, walk, walk!” 

She settled down on the bed, stretching out her long legs. 
“Gee, my legs ache,” she groaned. “And all he wants to talk 
about,” she went on, “is onions... and tomatoes... and things 
like that.” 

“You mean things to eat?” Julie was startled. 

“I mean things to plant, like a farmer. He has a garden back 
of Tim Reagan’s garage, and he’s nuts about it.” 

Julie knew Terry worked at Tim Reagan’s garage on Satur- 
days. She thought it rather a nice idea for a boy to have a 
garden if he wanted it, but she didn’t say anything. Rita strolled 
over to the vanity and began to rearrange her hair. 

“Why don’t you and Terry ride your bikes once in a while 
instead of walking so much?” Julie suggested. 

“Me? Ride a bicycle?” Rita stiffened. “Julie, you know I'm 
not the type. Bike riding is more your style.” 

An alien rage boiled inside Julie, and before she could con- 
trol herself she said, “Listen, Rita. You can date any boy in 
school. Why don’t you leave Terry alone? I think you are just 
—just boy crazy, that’s what I think!” 

Rita turned and gave Julie a long, stately stare. Then she 
rose from the vanity bench. “Well, I like that!” she exclaimed 
and sailed down the stairs in offended hauteur. 

Julie flung herself across the bed, and the tears she had fought 
back for days rose hot and stinging. She let them come. It was 
devastating, liking a boy so much and not knowing how to get 
him to like you, while your very best friend was the most popular 
girl in school. 


Ji= HAD FINISHED her homework and was stacking her books 


Rita and Julie had lived next door to each other all their 
lives. Although Rita was nearly a year and a half older, they had 
had fun together through pigtail days and even after. Then Rita 
had suddenly grown into an utterly divine blond, with gray- 
green eyes and long, upturned lashes, and all the boys began to 
call her for dates. But she and Julie still had fun together— 
until the new boy, Terry McGinty, came to Glendale High. 

The minute Julie saw him that first day, walking up the steps, 
she had liked him. By the end of the first week she knew she 
wanted Terry to be her special boy friend more than she had 
ever wanted anything. But Rita had her keep-out sign on Terry 
before Julie had a chance. 

“Why can’t I be like Rita?” Julie sobbed. Yet in that moment 
she thoroughly detested Rita! 

When the sobbing had passed, Julie went over and collapsed 
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by JULIA COLLIER 
Illustration by Jack Whitsy 


on the vanity bench, gazing sadly at the small, oval face, with 
its fringe of brown, feathery curls, the turned-up nose, the solem 
brown eyes, and the smooth olive skin. 

“I’m a mess,” she said fiercely. “A mess!” 

How could a girl be glamorous when she looked like a funny 
child and was the shy type, besides? It was hard, too, to be really 
old inside — eighteen, at least - when you were actually onk 
sixteen and a half, and everyone smiled indulgently at you a 
though you were a child. 

Julie didn’t believe Rita had really broken with Terry. But 
the next day it was obvious that Rita had meant what she said. 
By the end of the week the whole senior class knew that Rita 
and Terry had quarreled. 


On Friday, Julie went to the softball game with Rita 
who by this time had ceased to be angry with Julie over her out- 
burst, especially since she needed Julie’s ear into which to pou 
the tales of her adventures. After the game Julie was staring 
glumly out the bus window, and at first she thought she was 
dreaming when she heard a baritone voice say, “Hello, Julie. 
Mind if I hang myself here?” 

She looked up at Terry McGinty, hanging on a strap just over 
her head. Blue eyes shining out of coppery tan; stiff, black 
crew cut; tall, angular, rugged—the type all the girls admired. 
Julie moved over to give him a place beside her. 

“Have you that list of English references, Julie?” he asked. 
“T lost mine, and Slim said you had a copy.” 

When Julie said yes, Terry asked if he could go along home 
with her to copy them. It was then that Julie first noticed the 
blue of the sky and the soft green mist of budding shrubbery, 
streaking by the windows. 

As they walked up the steps of Julie’s house, Terry noticed 
her bicycle on the porch. “That yours, Julie?” he asked. She 
nodded. 

“How about a ride tomorrow?” he suggested. “I could come 
by for you about ten.” 

“I'd love it,” Julie said, afraid Terry would hear her heat 
pounding. She got the list of English references for Terry t 
copy. Afterward, they played records, and danced a little until 
it was time for him to go. 

The next morning, pedaling beside Terry on the old road 
along the canal, Julie felt like the flying birds. The breeze lifted 
her curls and the ends of her yellow scarf snapped in the wind. 
They talked very little as they rode under the overlapping trees. 
Sometimes Terry grinned at her and Julie smiled back. 

At the tollgate they turned back. “Let's go past Tim Reagans 
garage,” Terry suggested shyly. “I have something to show you. 

They pedaled up Hillcrest Drive, turned into the vacant lot 
by the garage, and braked their bikes beside a low, rustic 
fence enclosing a little garden. The earth had been raked and 
laid off in even rows. Tiny green plants, drilled straight as a 
arrow, gleamed in the sun. Terry led the way to a sheltered 
spot in one corner and stood still, smiling. Julie drew in a quick 
breath. Before her lay a flower bed of the most riotous colors 
—blue, purple, gold—flecked with sunlight that filtered through 
the lacy leaves of a big willow. (Continued on page 3 
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Julie drew in her breath in delight when 
Terry led her to a sheltered garden 
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Growing up isn't easy, but Julie 


found it worth the courage it takes 
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ELEN WENT with her mother to see her little sister Phyllis 

in the third-grade play. The children had written it 

themselves and made all the scenery. Phyllis was the 
Statue of Liberty. At a given signal she stepped down from her 
pedestal in front of the New York skyline and walked among 
the children. 

“What is liberty?” a small boy asked her. 

“It’s something God gave all of us,” Phyllis replied solemnly. 
“But not to hurt others—only to help them.” 

Afterward Helen said to Mom, “Our Phyllis is wonderful! 
And, you know, she’s been so nice with the other children 
lately. I think she’s trying to practice what she preached.” 

Mom smiled. “She has a wonderful teacher,” she said. “Miss 
Smith helps children learn to live together—not just master the 
three R’s! More teachers like her could change history faster 
than all the politicians!” 

“Mom, I wish I could be a teacher,” Helen said. “Do you 
think I could?” 

“Well, you have one thing for it—you're patient with your 
little brother and sister. But I don’t know what training it 
takes. You ought to find out before you graduate from high 
school. Maybe Miss Smith could help.” 

Helen did find out and she decided to be a teacher. Maybe 
you are like her—facing a big decision on a career, wondering 
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The student teacher is interested ° 
eid in new primary-school teaching methods ” 
(left). She may believe she can ne 
make her best contribution helping , 
children to gain self-expression through 
projects that combine the three R’s with the « 
arts. Or she may prefer work with a teen-age group . 
how to prepare for it and if you're the right type to be a teacher. a 
Of course, it’s well to be sure. So let’s have a look at what Helen s 
learned from Miss Smith and from writing to schools and other 
places Miss Smith suggested to her. 
Are You a Model-T? 

“Teaching is no easy journey,” Miss Smith told Helen, as 
they sat together in her quiet classroom one day, after the 
youngsters had gone home. “It means following a long, rough ‘ 
road that never ends — not for the real teacher — because she 
always sees a chance to progress. But there’s no use even start- , 
ing if your motor is no good and your tires are thin, and you 
haven't enough gas in the tank to make the trip. You cant 
be a Model-T!” 

“Goodness,” Helen said, “I’m only sixteen!” 

“That’s true—but some young people are Model-T’s.” 

“How do you know?” 

“Well, let’s look at your motor. Have you got the endurance 
and the will to carry you through all the stiff study courses you 
will need, and go on needing, to make a good, well-trained 
teacher?” 

“T think so.” 

“Then there’s the fuel that makes the car go. Do you know 
what it is? It’s love of people—especially children. You need 
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There's a challenge ahead and a 
chance to build young lives 
for the girl who likes teaching 


where she can use her science skills 
in laboratory teaching (center). Student 
teachers may still feel undecided 

on “hows and whys” of specialization. 

With the help of a “teacher of teachers,’ 

who lets them try out in many fields on various 
age levels, clear decisions are finally hammered out 


an inexhaustible supply on this rough road. Otherwise you're 
sure to stall.” 

“Mother says I have that.” 

“Fine! And then—there are the tires.” 

“What are they?” 

“Why, I'd say, for tires, you need the sort of patience that 
isn’t going to give you a blowout just when the going gets 
hard. You might carry a good spare tire along too — for the 
very worst spots.” 

“I—I think I have patience.” 

“Then, Helen, get behind the wheel! I believe you'll go 
places as a teacher. But you will need some road maps, too. 
I'll tell you where to write for those. On the road maps you'll 
find a good many routes marked out—of course you must choose 
your own. And you may want to consider the cost of the 
trip, too.” 


Studying the Road Maps 


Helen learned from the road maps that there are many dif- 
ferent kinds of teaching careers and many schools that prepare 
for them. 

As a matter of fact, there are about 250 schools for teacher 
education in the country—you probably can find one very close 
to home. They include: State teachers colleges; private teachers 
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colleges; municipal and private colleges and universities that 
have departments or schools of education; normal schools which 
prepare for teaching positions for which a college degree is not 
required. The normal schools—of which there are fewer nowa- 
days—usually offer a two-year program leading to a certificate 
to teach elementary grades, and in a few States, junior high 
school. Your certificate, even though issued by an accredited 
school or college, entitles you to teach only in States whose re- 
quirements are met by your curriculum. 


Approximate Costs 


These vary. If you can meet the entrance requirements of 
your State, teachers college, the program may be tuition free, 
or very nearly so. That will also be true of municipal colleges 
for residents of the community who meet their college require- 
ments. If you live in the community, your expenses will be 
limited to those for textbooks, laboratory and student-activity 
fees. If you're an out-of-towner, you'll have to add board and 
room to your total costs. 

In private colleges, universities, and teachers colleges, the 
present estimated cost—including tuition, board and room and 
other fees—is anywhere from $1,200 to $1,600 per year. The 
school’s own catalog will indicate its costs. Write for it, unless 
you can find it in your library. (Continued on page 30) 
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EVENTY-FIVE TEEN-AGE Boys on Wash- 
ington’s Capitol Hill—all of them 
handsome in their dark-blue suits 

and black ties—were thrown into a dither 
recently when a girl asked to join their 
ranks. You may be surprised at what these 
Congressional pages said. 

Pages? 

“Why, yes, they call us pages because 
they tear us out whenever a new congress- 
man comes in!” The speaker was blond, 
sixteen-year-old Ted Bourn of Hayden, 
Colorado. He laughed when somebody 
chipped in, “It’s the girls who are going to 
tear us out next!” 

It was early morning—around nine- 
thirty—but Ted and his fellows had al- 
ready been to school for several hours. 
Now they were lugging great heaps of 
House and Senate legislative bills out of 
the document room on Capitol Hill. First 
page-boy chore of the day is to place in 
each congressman’s file book a printed 
copy of the “Congressional Record,” which 
gives a verbatim report of each day’s ses- 
sion. Then the new bills must be distrib- 
uted to the lawmakers. 

The pages are political appointees. Ever 
since they first served the Congress of 
1789, the right to name them has belonged 
traditionally to senators and congressmen 
of the party in power. Supreme Court pages 
are appointed by the court’s marshal. 

Today there are twenty-one pages in 
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the Senate, fifty in the House, and four in 
the Supreme Court. The boys combine 
jobs that give them $240 a month “take- 
home pay” with schooling in the most 
unusual high school in the United States. 
Page Boy School opens each morning at 
six-thirty on the third floor of the Library 
of Congress, close by the Capitol. 

Despite the joking, the pages aren't 
really subject to every new congressman's 
whim. A Congressional Personnel Com- 
mittee sees to that. Thousands of teen- 
agers, boys and girls alike, regard them as 
the nation’s luckiest seventy-five, and as 
real junior members of Congress, with a 
coveted chance to see behind the scenes. 
Each has plenty of prestige in his home 
town. Take, for instance, Ted Bourns, who 
comes from a small place in Colorado, 
near the Utah border. He was appointed 
by Colorado’s powerful GOP Senator 
Eugene D. Millikin, who is Chairman of 
the Senate Finance Committee, a member 
of the Joint Atomic Energy Committee, a 
personal friend of President Eisenhower. 
With his friends back home Ted enjoys a 
large amount of reflected glory. 

Of course, times have changed since 
1789. Women didn’t even vote then. The 
political field was barred to them. Today 
they not only vote—they sit as lawmakers 
in Congress, too. So it isn’t surprising that 
teen-age girls, with a growing sense of 
their importance as citizens of the United 





on bapitol Hill 


Jobs for girls in Senate and House? 


The page boys discuss reasons 


for and against having them there! 


GENEVIEVE REYNOLDS 


Congressional pages 
and teen-age visitors 
talk it over at the Capitol 


States, have wondered why girls are de- 
nied the opportunity to be pages on Capi- 
tol Hill. A few weeks ago sixteen-year-old 
Elizabeth Alden, high school sophomore 
of Rochester, New York, became their 
spokesman. She sat down and wrote a let- 
ter on the topic to Representative Kenneth 
B. Keating. Her congressman thought she 
had made a point. He went to the House 
Patronage Committee with a revolutionary 
proposal that in the future the page corps 
should be composed half of boys, half 
of girls. 

The Committee listened politely, then 
laid its collective ear to the ground. Were 
many complaints pouring in? When they 
heard no great hue and cry, they decided 
there need be no rush about changing a 
tradition of the past 165 years. 

Meanwhile, Elizabeth Alden’s letter has 
been felt personally by at least one page. 
James Goldman of Rochester, appointed 
by Representative Keating, has come in 
for a workout from his fellows. 

“Hi, Jim,” they greet him, “when are 
you leaving? Liz Alden is going to get 
vour job!” 

Jim takes the razzing good-naturedly. 
But Elizabeth’s letter has touched off some 
heated bull sessions. 

Steve Robinson, eighteen, of Des 
Moines, Iowa, thinks the girls should have 
their chance. He agrees they couldn't per- 
haps handle some (Continued on page 51) 
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leen-Ager... Australian otyle 


Dancing is popular 
in Australia. They 
like all kinds—new 
steps or old-time 
square-dance fun! 





girl friend’s dad is bringing you from the station turns into 

the street of a quiet Melbourne suburb. Outside a crisp wind 
is blowing and you are trying to get used to the strange idea 
that winter is almost here, in this lower half of the globe. 

Then you spot the cream weatherboard house you've been 
looking for—and sure enough, there are Joan Fereday and her 
sister Brenda on the veranda waving to you. The twinge of 
homesickness you felt is quickly wiped out 
by their friendly greeting. 

Joan, seventeen, is perched dangerously 
on the balustrade — a slim, brown-haired 
girl in slacks. Brenda, fifteen, round-faced 
and rosy-cheeked, in short jacket and 
pleated skirt, hops nimbly down the steps 
to meet you. “Hello,” she says, as she un- 
latches the gate, “I’m Brenda—I’m fright- 
fully glad to see you!” 

You and Brenda have corresponded the 
whole past year. Now, in seconds, you 
feel you’ve known her all your life. She 
links her arm in yours as you go up the 
walk. The grass of the lawn is still a 
healthy green, but the flower beds have be- 
gun to fade and the trees that shade the 
house have taken on the autumnal colors 
that remind you of November back home. 


[: MAY “DOWN UNDER.” The car in which your Australian 


Teen-age social life is full of gay 
events, especially on week ends 
and during the long school holidays 
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Summer and winter are reversed—but 


girls and boys remain the same! 


by GEOFF DE FRAGA 


Brenda laughs. “Doesn’t Joan look undignified in those trou- 
sers?” she demands. “You see, she had a date to go cycling, and 
she just got home. Mum told her she ought to have been dressed 
properly to receive our American guest!” 

“Oh, don’t mind me!” you reassure her. “At home I'm in 
slacks most of the time.” 

“Say, that sounds fine!” says Joan, who has slipped off the 
balustrade to join you. “I hope you like sports the way we do!” 

“Oh, all kinds!” 

“Do you play cricket?” 

“Cricket? I thought that was an insect!” 

Brenda whoops with merriment. “You'll see,” she says. “It’s a 
game, and you'll be playing it soon!” 

Indoors, in the living room of their comfortable five-room 
home a log fire is crackling in a great fireplace. The big easy 
chairs and tasteful furnishings give you an instant feeling that 
you are “at home.” Mrs. Fereday comes forward to welcome you, 
and you are surprised to find her so slender and young looking, 
almost like Joan’s sister. 

“For weeks Brenda and Joan have talked of nothing but your 
visit,” she tells you, with a twinkle in her dark eyes. “It’s an 
event for all of us!” 

“A bit risky, too!” Mr. Fereday remarks with a smile. He is a 
quiet sort of man, with a face that says he is often having a little 
secret joke with himself. Brenda has told you he’s manager of 
a Melbourne electrical plant. “We hear and read so much about 
your fabulous country, we're half afraid ours will seem a bit 
slow to you!” 

“Oh, no, I’m sure it’s wonderful,” you reply. 

In the next few days, you slip easily into the pleasant activities 
of the Feredays. Sometimes you're amazed at the variety of in- 
terests Joan and Brenda manage to cram into their lives; every- 
thing from cricket to ballet, from knitting to dates with boys, 
from Sunday-school teaching to bebop. 


Before dinner the night of your (Continued on page 38) 
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by MARJORIE VETTER 


Illustration by Jack Breslow 


Tue Story So Far 


Jennifer Calderon, who wanted to study medicine and did not 
like strange places or foreign people, sailed reluctantly to spend 
the winter with her dead father’s family in Cuba, while her 
mother recuperated from a serious illness in Arizona. On the 
boat she made friends with a Cuban girl, Beba Rojas, and an 
American boy, Steve Brent. In Havana, it was hard to adjust 
to Cuban ways, and Jennifer was shocked to find that the Calde- 
rons did not like Americans. The only friendly one in the house- 
hold was handsome, high-spirited university student, Miguelito. 
Jennifer and her beautiful, disdainful cousin Toni almost became 
friends sewing for Maria, the child of an impoverished servant. 
But Jennifer was troubled by her grandmother's intimation that 
she, Jennifer, stood in the way of her mother’s remarriage and 
by her fear that Lito was involved in a dangerous conspiracy. 


PART FIVE 


the need to search her memories back through the years in 

the light of Dojia Lolita’s startling revelation. She remem- 
bered the beauty of the secret spot Lito had shown her. Up 
there by herself she could think things out. 

“She knew she was not supposed to ride alone beyond the 
borders of the Central. But what could harm her between Lolita 
and Blanquezar? Yet José, the stableboy, looked askance when 
she appeared alone and asked him to saddle Lady. Gradually, 
as she rode through the lovely countryside, the turmoil within 
her began to subside a little. Vaguely she became aware of the 


Jive WANTED TO GET AWAY from the Central. She felt 


4 ’ 


soft pad of feet behind her. She glanced around and exclaimed 
aloud im astonishment. There was Pal, speeding like a black-and- 
white streak to overtake her. She reined Lady to a halt. “Pal,” 
she called, “how in-the world did you get here?” 

He flung himself down and lay, sides heaving, in the red dirt 
of the pathway. “Well, now that you're here, you'll have to come 
along, I suppose,” she told him grudgingly, and rode ahead to 
begin the ascent of Blanquezar. 

At the top of the hill she dismounted and tied Lady to a flam- 
boyan tree, ablaze now with flaming blossoms. She settled her- 
self on the rock where she had sat that day with Lito. Pal 
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wriggled up close to her and put his head on her knee. She patted 
him a few times absently. Then, as she continued to sit motion- 
less, absorbed in her thoughts, he became bored and went off 
exploring on his own. 

Could Dofia Lolita be right about Dr. Bob? Had he really 
loved her mother all these years, or was it only a romantic idea 
of her grandmother's? Like a motion-picture film running back- 
ward, incident after incident flashed into her mind. Long-ago 
events that she had ignored or not quite understood, were now 
startingly clear in the light of her grandmother's words. How 
could she have been so stupid? It was plain Dr. Alvarado had 
been in love with Chris all these years. 

She knew how independent and stubborn her mother was. 
* During the first years after her husband’s death, when it had 
been such a struggle to get along, Chris would have hesitated 
lest it seem that she was transferring her burdens to the doctor 
as an easy way out. Later, she might have had some idea that 
her first loyalty was to her daughter. It seemed ridiculous that 
she had never guessed how happy Jennifer would have been 
with Dr. Bob as her father. But Chris had been so rushed trying 
to divide her energy between her exacting job, her home, and 
her daughter, that perhaps she had not always known how Jen- 
nifer felt about things. 

Suppose during these long, idle months of separation from 
Jennifer—punctuated now and then by visits from the doctor— 
Chris had come to realize that she returned the doctor's love? 
Somehow, she must be made to realize that her daughter was 
a woman now and no longer dependent on her mother. Chris 
must be free at last to live her own life. What could Jennifer do 
to make her realize this? Should she write her mother that she 
had decided to remain in Cuba? She quailed at the idea of 
forcing herself permanently on the reluctant Calderéns. 























She slid, almost on her back, inch by inch down the hill 
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_ Despite her warm feeling for Dr. Bob, she experienced a 
al.” twinge of jealousy as she thought that Chris would belong to 
: him. Wouldn’t Jennifer feel like a fifth wheel, a guest in what 
dirt used to be her own home? But she was no longer a child, to 
ae indulge in wishful thinking. She was woman enough to know 
1 to that life could not always be just as she would have it. After 
dinner, she would write to her mother, telling again of the satis- 

ati faction she derived from her work in the clinic, and tactfully 
ail intimating that if it were not for leaving Chris all alone, she 
Pal would stay on for some time in Cuba. She could truthfully say 


she would prefer the work in the clinic to shorthand and typing. 
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Suddenly she realized it must be late, for the sun was low 
on the horizon and the shadows of the palm trees were long on 
the hillside. She called to Pal. There was no answer. Calling 
again and again, she began to be alarmed. Finally she heard 
a faint muffled barking. 

“Where are you, Pal?” she shouted. His answering bark 
seemed to come from beneath the roots of a great ceiba tree 
that grew on the edge of the level stretch. 

Feeling slightly foolish, Jennifer got down on her knees to 
search through the underbrush. Then she noticed the wide hole 
between the roots of the old tree and peering into the opening, 
saw that she was standing on the roof of a narrow dark cavern. 
Pal was dashing about on the mud floor below. 

The floor of the cave must be somewhere just below the brow 
of the hill. If she could get down there, she might be able to 
find another opening. Digging her heels into the soft earth, 
clinging to rocks and bushes, she slid, almost on her back, inch 
by inch down the side of the hill. To her surprise, when she had 
let herself down only a few yards, her feet struck solid earth on 
a narrow, well-trodden path that ran like a ledge across the 
mountain. Just beneath the ceiba tree she saw the thin black 
line of an opening. 


Squeezing through, she entered a narrow cave. There 
was a dank earthy smell about the place and the sound of water 
dripping. Jennifer moved forward slowly over the hard-packed 
mud floor. She saw no sign of Pal, but his whines came from 
behind the far wall, which seemed to be marked off in blocks. 
Drawing nearer, she realized that it was made of packing cases 
piled one on top of the other. 

“How in the world will I ever get you out, Pal?” she called. 
He bafked and whined, and Jennifer could hear him running 
back and forth on the other side. Over at 
the left, where the boxes came up against 
the side wall, the earth was damp and soft. 
She pounced on a narrow pointed stone 
and began to dig. “Here, Pal,” she called. 
“Come and dig.” 

She heard him sniffing at the damp 
earth, and then there was the unmistak- 
able sound of dirt being flung back by a 
dog’s fast-moving paws. It’s like the tun- 
nels we used to dig in the sand at the 
beach, Jennifer thought, and wondered if 
she and Pal would be lucky enough to 
meet. Suddenly, her furiously driven stone 
met with no resistance. She had broken 
through! A few more minutes of furious 
digging and Pal, flat on his belly, inched 
through. He flung himself on Jennifer in 
a frenzy of delight. 

When Pal’s ecstasies had subsided some- 
what, they set off, weary and dirty, for the 
Central. Jennifer rode along thoughtfully, 
letting Lady pick her own way. After a 
long time, she spoke to the dog. “If that 
cave is what I think it is, and those pack- 
ing cases contain what I think they do,” 
she told him soberly, “we’ve discovered 
the meeting place of Lito’s secret society, 
and Lito is in terrible danger.” 

They were almost at the fork when 
Jennifer was startled from her worried 
musing by the sound of horses’ hoofs. She looked up and saw, 
through the fast-falling tropical dusk, a group of uniformed men 
riding toward her. With a shiver of fright, she recognized Na- 
varro and two of his troopers. 

The captain reined in and saluted. “Buenas, senorita. Do you 
ride up the mountain often? The road is not good, no?” 

“The view at the top is so beautiful.” She heard the words 
tumbling out and felt her face flush with the guilty knowledge 
of what she had stumbled on back in the cave. 

“View!” Navarro’s small black moustache quivered above his 
white teeth. “It is a hard ride just to (Continued on page 44) 
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These patterns may be purchased from 
The American Girl, Pattern Dept., 155 
East 44th Street. New York City 17. 
When ordering, be sure to enclose the 
correct amount for each pattern (sorry, 
no C.O.D.’s) and state size. We pay the 
postage. For your convenience there is 
a clip-out order blank on page 52 


9120: A sundress for sizes 11-17 that is pretty and practical, with 
a smart, sleeveless jacket to slip on when needed. It is becoming, 
too, with softly gathered bodice top and wide, halter-strap neck- 
line. In 35” material, size 13 takes 434 yards; % yard contrast 
4550: This is one of the prettiest of summer’s fashions. The prin- 
cess lines are wonderfully slimming; the full skirt swings gracefully 
from the molded waist. Bates cotton broadcloth would be a good fab- 
ric for this. Sizes 11-17. Size 13 needs 4% yards of 35” material 
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Summers Near 


Drawings by Florence Maier 
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Each Pattern 30c 


9291: Four for the money! The trim shorts and halter-blouse 
worn by the girl on the boat, and the cartwheel skirt and little 
bolero jacket which the girl with the lunch basket is wearing. are 
all included in this one easy-to-make pattern for sizes 10-16. 

Reeves woven denim was chosen for the pieces shown in the sketch. 
You can have several outfits to vary your summer wardrobe by using 
matching and co-ordinating colors, and by combining plain and 
printed materials. Use contrasting collars and buttons, too. To make 
the four pieces in size 12, you will need only 63% yards 35” fabric 
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Sherbet-filled orange or 
lemon cups garnished with 
sprigs of parsley are a col- 
orful, taste-tempting accom- 
paniment to baked ham 


Ways with Ham rooms 


Dissertation Upon Roast Pig,” says 

mankind first discovered the delights 
of roast pork far away and long ago, when 
a Chinese accidentally set fire to his family’s 
cottage. Actually, however, roast pork had 
been enjoyed in other lands long before 
Lamb’s unfortunate Chinese made his dis- 
covery. In the course of time men learned 
to preserve this meat by salting and smok- 
ing it, and today, cured or smoked, ham is 
a universal favorite. 

When the first settlers came to America 
they brought along pigs, which soon became 
an important food item. Certain sections of 
the country developed special methods of 
curing the meat—Connecticut hams were as 
famous in the North as were Virginia hams 
in the South. 

Pork is an excellent source of thiamine, the 
vitamin that helps us to get energy from our 
food. Thiamine-rich foods like peas, beans, 
peanuts, cereals, and pork are important in 
our daily diet. An average three-ounce serv- 
ing of ham gives almost one-third of the daily 
requirement of thiamine. 


(Cd Lams in his famous essay, “A 


To Market, To Market: The label on a ham 
will tell you whether it is uncooked, tendered, 
ready-to-eat, or fully cooked. An uncooked 
ham usually is soaked overnight or for several 
hours, and then boiled. Cooked in this way it 
is often served as a boiled dinner, with pota- 
toes, cabbage, and turnips. After boiling it 
can, of course, be baked, broiled, fried, and 
used in many other ways. 

The labels generally give suggestions for 
cooking the tendered, ready-to-eat, and fully 
cooked varieties. A tendered ham needs addi- 
tional cooking, which also brings out the full 
flavor of most ready-to-eat hams. A fully 
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cooked ham need not be cooked unless you 
wish to serve it hot. These three types, and 
the canned hams that are so handy to have 
on the emergency shelf, should be refrig- 
erated until ready to use. 


Home Again, Home Again: Baking is one of 
the best and also one of the simplest ways 
to cook ham, and every cook has her own 
pet method. You may like ham baked in 
milk; others use apple or pineapple juice; 
cider; cranberry juice; ginger ale. We like 
to sprinkle ham with grated orange rind and 
bake it in orange juice. 


Glazing: A half hour before the ham is done, 
remove it from the oven and carefully cut 
away the rind. Score the fat into diamonds or 
squares and stud each with a whole clove. 

Now come more variations. You can spread 
the ham with crushed pineapple and baste 
it with pineapple juice during the final bak- 
ing. (If you like caraway seeds, sprinkle a few 
over the pineapple.) A half-cup of honey 
combined with three tablespoons of slivered 
red cherries makes a colorful glaze. For a 
sweet-sour glaze, spread the ham with a mix- 
ture of one cup brown sugar and one tea- 
spoon dry mustard, moistened with three 
tablespoons of vinegar. 

Whatever glazé you use, check frequently 
after the ham is returned to the oven, to 
avoid burning. 


For That Final Touch: Such a baked ham de- 
serves your most decorative garnish. Sur- 
round it with glazed pineapple or cinnamon- 
apple rings. Broiled peach halves filled with 
apple jelly are a colorful garnish. So are 
lemon or orange cups filled with pineapple 
or cranberry sherbet. Arrange them around 








your ham platter with water cress, lettuce, 
or parsley. You might circle your ham with 
tiny molds of cranberry relish—there is a 
very good recipe for this in the November, 
1953 AMERICAN GIRL. 


For a special party, Judy Campbell of San 
Bruno, California, suggests decking the ham 
with daisies. 

DAISY GARLAND 


Cut the peel from one orange into small 
petal shapes. Cover with hot water and cook 
five minutes. Drain, cover with hot water 
again, and simmer until tender. In the mean- 
time, make a syrup of 1% cups sugar and 1 
cup water. Add the drained orange peel and 
cook until peel is semitransparent. Arrange 
petals on ham to form daisies, fastening each 
petal with a whole clove. Put a colored candy 
or gumdrop in the center of each flower. 


Shoulder hams — usually divided into two 
cuts called picnic ham and the Boston butt 
—are fine-flavored and economical. Sue Mor- 
ris of Galax, Virginia, sends a recipe for a 
casserole in which either cut can be used. 

HAM CASSEROLE 


4 lb. smoked butt or 2 tabi I 

picnic ham 
6 medium-size carrots 
2 large onions 
2 boxes frozen Fordhook mustard 

Lima beans Dash pepper 

Cut ham into %” slices. Brown lightly on 
one side in a skillet, over medium heat. Cut 
carrots in half lengthwise and onions in 
half across. Cook carrots and onions in boil- 
ing salted water to cover for 10 minutes. 
Place Lima beans in a greased, 2-quart cas- 
serole. Combine (Continued on page 32) 
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2 tablespoons vinegar 
1 teaspoon salt 
1 teaspoon prepared 





Drawing by Clare McCanna 


Dear 


bood-brooming tditor: 


I'm much too fat...I'm too thin... 


Should | wear lipstick? ...1 want pretty skin 


by GLYNNE 


grt 


ERE ARE SOME ANSWERS to your 
H many letters addressed to THE 

AMERICAN Girt beauty columns. 
We wish we could answer individually all 
the questions that trouble our readers— 
but with over 500,000 subscribers, this 
would be difficult. The questions chosen 
are ones that recur most frequently in your 
letters. If we haven't dealt with yours this 
month, perhaps it will appear in a future 
issue. The beauty column will be given 
over to answering your good-grooming 
problems two or three times yearly. 


| am thirteen years old and am five feet two 
inches tall. Although most of my friends 
wear bras, | don’t, since | am only thirty-one 
and a half inches around my chest. Is there 
anything | can do to enlarge my bust line? 


This question is one that springs up 
again and again in your interesting letters 
to THE AMERICAN Girt. Perhaps the big 
thing to remember is that you still have 
quite a lot more growing to do. At your 
age your bust may have barely started to 
develop, and by the time you are a little 
older the firm, well-molded breasts you 
want may be yours. For now—don't be a 
time pusher. You'll get there just as fast 
without the worry. 

Beware the lists and tables of “correct” 
measurements that are supposed to corre- 
spond with height. They are misleading. 
No printed statistics can possibly take into 
consideration whether your bones are 
large or small, whether your arms and legs 
are well developed, or what your span is 
across your shoulder blades. There is no 
sense in trying to have the same measure- 
ments as your rave TV star. They belong 
to HER and not to you. 

Remember, too, a small bust can be 
beautiful and generally is, except when 
poor posture—particularly sagging shoul- 
ders and a droopy head—conceal the fact. 
Fine posture is so often the nub of this 
whole question, for once you have learned 
how to carry yourself properly, you create 
an illusion of grace and good proportions 
for you-as-an-individual. Do keep your 
head up, straighten your shoulders, and 


throw a spring into your step. Be glad 
youre YOU as you are—and let the world 
know how you feel. Your chest will look 
bigger! 


I've heard the order “pull in your stomach,” 
and really I’ve been trying to hold mine in 
and keep it there—but goodness, how long 
can you keep holding it in that way? | get 
tired! Whenever | wear shorts or a bathing 
suit my stomach sticks out, and it is a pity 
because otherwise | am quite slim. | am four- ~ 
teen years old. Should | wear a girdle? : 


No spot on the body responds quite as 
favorably to exercise as does a pot tummy. 
Stomachs tend to bulge if the lower front 
mucles need tightening. The idea is to ex- 
ercise and contract these muscles. Holding 
in a muscle artificially for any period of 
time will create a tension—and is no 
solution. 

Here's a good tummy trimmer. Posi- 
tion 1: Lie on the floor on your back, legs 
stretched out with toes pointed, arms by 
sides. Position 2: Slowly raise right leg to 
an angle of about forty-five degrees with 
the floor. Position 3: Lower right leg 
slowly while at the same time raising left 
leg to make angle of forty-five degrees 
with floor. Do not let right heel ever touch 
the floor—keep it about an inch or two 
above it. Position 4: Lower left leg almost 
to the floor and at the same time raise right 
leg. Now, keeping knees straight, raise 
and lower each leg alternately four times. 
One is going up while the other is coming 
down. On the count of eight let both legs 
come to rest on the floor. Phew! Take a 
few deep breaths and now, while you're in 
the mood, repeat. Do this regularly—and 
you'll soon see results. 

Running or prancing ponylike, with 
knees raised high, for about five minutes 
after you get up in the morning may leave 
you puffing—but do a job. 

It’s a good idea to accomplish some- 
thing worth while when you're exercising. 
Cleaning a bathtub may be a bore, but it 
is tops as a slenderizer. Bend over the tub, 
reaching over with arms stretched in front 
of your body and (Continued on page 36) 
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PHOTOGRAP BILL BENEDICT JEWELRY BY CORO 


Sheerest flattery—R. A. R.’s dainty dimity confection with breeze-brushed 

print. Deft elastic touches take a convertible neckline from sunbeam to 

moonglow. Button-down bodice rests lightly above a four-width skirt. 

Aqua, gray, or rose, on white; 8-14 subteen; about $8. Stores on page 56 
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Choose your party personality. The fabrics are 
thistle-light; the mood, saucy and gay; and 


each has a charm all its own. Stores on page 56 
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From left to right: 

Be a bewitching belle in Abby-Teen’s cover-up dress of flocked 
nylon. Satin cord trims armholes and tiered skirt. Comes with ruf- 
fled nylon-mesh petticoat. Pink, blue, or white; 8-16 teen, about $9 


Gingham for a glamour girl. Petiteen’s full-skirted tissue-plaid has 
V-neck edged in rhinestone-studded cotton lace. Black velvet touches 
at waist and cap sleeves. Yellow, blue, or rose; 8-14 subteen; about $9 


Dimity separates for a dainty damsel. Blouse has rows of tiny tucks, 
tops a billowing skirt. Blue, maize, or pink with contrasting cummer- 
bund; 8-16 teen; about $9. A Beau Appeal design by Fashion Faculty 


The demure sophisticate understates her case in a Bonnie Blair 
nylon-sheer with wingaway double collar. Added glamour in rhine- 
stone buttons and grosgrain belt. Aqua or pink, 8-14 subteen; about $9 


PHOTOGRAPHS BY BILL BENEDICT 
GLOVES BY HANSEN; JEWELRY BY CORO 
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Here is your own department in the magazine. Watch for the an- 


nouncements each month and send us your best original short stories, 


poems, nonfiction, photographs, and drawings. See page 58 for details 


FARMER 


First Poetry Award 


The sweat of a man, 

And a calloused hand 

Upon the plow, 

Gouging the black earth 
And leaving it raw 

And warm beneath the sun, 
And a tired back 

From splintering wood, 

Or heaping hay, 

And a thought for creation, 
Make for quiet eyes 

And a strong, sure walk. 
This man has peace, 

And his strength is good. 
ROBIN van LOBEN SELS (age 15) El Monte, Calif. 


OLD ROCKING CHAIR 


First Nonfiction Award 


Drowsy and tired, | have listened many times 
to Mother tell how she has rocked me in our 
little rocking chair. It sits in our front hall now 
and young mothers still drop in and rock their 
children to sleep as they visit. The sun’s beams 
seem to fall lightly on it and sink in the fading 
brown- and rose-sprinkled cover. The maple 
arms and rockers are still honey colored and 
lustrous even through the many years of use and 
travelings. I respect this chair because it reflects 
the fears, joys, and struggles of my life. 

On stormy nights, when Dad was gone on 
calls over the swollen muddy rivers, Mother has 
rocked me, not to sleep, for I was asleep, but 
just to have a companion, to have her little 
loved one‘close to her in time of fear. Yes, this 
old strong chair saw my father come in wet 
and haggard and the happiness of Mother as 
she saw him safe at home. There were many 
nights when heavy breathing was heard over the 
house, and my mother’s soft voice singing 
“Rockaby, Baby,” to the rhythm of the old rock- 
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ing chair. These nights lasted longer and 
longer until I was taken to the hospital. No 
rocking chair, but soon I was back again and 
the chair was used to coax me to sleep. 

Not many years afterward, another baby was 
being rocked; a chubby pink baby with big 
brown eyes. When I was old enough I would 
crawl up and hold her and sing “Rockaby, 
Baby,” just as Mother had. 

Years and years later I’d climb on Mother’s 
lap and she’d rock me with my long legs touch- 
ing the floor. I'd listen as Dad and Mom dis- 
cussed moving to a different place. I didn’t 
want to move away from my playmates, but 
when we did, I was just as happy. 

As the years go by and far in the future, 
I'll use the rocking chair for my children. Life 
will go on, and generations of people will 
come and go and our little rocking chair will 
go on rocking them. 


SUSAN JOHN (age 17) Live Oak, Florida 


FIRST PHOTOGRAPHY 
AWARD: 

PATRICIA GETTLER (age 15) 
Pearl River, New York 


FIRST ART AWARD: 
BARBARA BURDON (age 16) 
Green Bay, Wisconsin 


THE BIRD 


First Fiction Award 


The smoky, gray sky pressed down closer 
and closer until it seemed to hang heavily near 
the bare earth, supported only by the stripped 
branches of a half-dead tree. On one of the 
lower branches a bedraggled little bird sat dis- 
consolately, his feathers ruffed up as though 
he could be warmer by resembling the inside 
of a sofa pillow. Every time the guns boomed 
overhead, he let out a little peep in vain pro- 
test against the sound. He had long since been 
the only living creature for miles. The territory 
was wasteland, stripped of trees and bushes and 
grass by the constant shelling. The barren earth 
was pock-marked by deserted branches and old 
shell craters. Nothing stirred for miles except 
the tiny, wasted, gray bird as he clung to the 
rotting wood of the tree. It did not seem pos- 
sible that he could still be alive after the ter- 
rific storm of the war that had recently passed 
westward. The area over which the chaos had 
swept was left seeming like the unearthly land 
belonging to another planet. Only the boom of 
distant guns and the reddish, smoky haze over 
the far horizon were left to break the awful 
deathly silence which smothered the land. 

Suddenly the boom of the guns stopped, and 
the gloom of the far-distant smoke seemed to 
become lighter. The bird perched more hunched 
up, unbelievingly. He had learned that the 
temporary ceasing of the shelling did not mean 
the end of the fighting. After a while, however, 
since the guns stayed silent, he stirred himself 
a little and sidled along the branch. When 
nothing happened, he flew a little way up to 
the top of the tree and lighted again. He was 
too weak and tired to fly much farther. He 
rested for a long time, settling his feathers and 
chirping to himself. Perhaps since the guns 
were not roaring any more, it meant an armistice. 

Presently he gathered himself together and 
flew up above the tree to hunt rather half- 
heartedly for food. He knew from experience 
that there wasn’t any. Suddenly he began to 
descend. Below him, crawling along the wasted 
earth, was a little group of people. A boy and 
an old man were dragging a two-wheeled cart 
piled high with the remnants of a home. Walk- 
ing slowly along (Continued on page 53) 
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“Pansies!” Julie exclaimed 
“Hundreds of them.” 

“I planted ’em,” Terry said. “Do you like 
pansies, Julie?” 

“Oh, Terry, they’re beautiful!” 

He knelt on the ground and took up a 
handful of the rich earth, letting it sift 
through his fingers. “This is what I like, Julie,” 
he said. “Putting my hands in the clean earth, 
watching little plants push up and grow. It 
makes you feel sort of—well, good.” 

Julie had never had a boy share his confi- 
dence with her so seriously before. Her eyes 
met Terry’s and held a moment. 

“You dated up for the May dance, Julie?” 

She shook her head. 

“You are now—with me. Okay?” 

She nodded, smiling, and Terry took her 
hand. “I'll tell you what, Julie. We'll use our 
pansies for your corsage.” 

Julie found her voice. “A corsage of these! 
Terry, how wonderful!” 


in delight. 


For Julie the days that followed 
were a whirl of happy events, blending one 
into the other. She told her mother about 
the corsage and heard her saying: “What a 
lovely thought for a boy to have. Pale yellow 
taffeta would be nice for your dress.” 

There were long telephone talks with 
Terry, understanding glances in class, bike 
rides, stopping by to see the pansies. 

But then, there was Rita. When Julie began 
dating Terry, something had come over Rita. 
She never dropped in for those long talks 
before bedtime, and at school she hardly 
spoke to Julie. 

All the girls were in a dither about what 
they were going to wear to the dance. They 
would cluster on the campus and oh and ah 
together about .it: Rita’s new black moire, 
very sophisticated, and the orchid she was to 
have from Harv Williams; Maudie Maxwell’s 
cream taffeta, and the camellia Slim Ledford 
was giving her. Always Rita was the center of 
the group, and always she contrived to shut 
Julie out. 

Then one day as Julie walked by, Rita 
shouted over the heads of the cluster around 
her, “What’s Terry sending you, Julie? 
Petunias from his garden?” 

There was a round of suppressed giggles, 
and laughing eyes turned toward Julie. A 
hot, pink glow crept over her face, and to 
her amazement she heard her own voice say- 
ing in a strange tone, “Oh, didn’t I tell you? 
Terry’s giving me a gardenia.” 

After that, it seemed to Julie the day would 
never end. Her eyes stung and her throat 
ached. Why had she said that, anyway? 
She didn’t really want a gardenia. What she 
had wanted was Terry’s pansies. What had 
come over her in that moment? It must have 
been Rita’s sneering voice, and the giggling, 
and all those laughing eyes. 

But what was there about giggling girls 
to be afraid of? What was the matter with 
her? Why couldn’t she grow up, anyway? 

After school, Julie went to the store to 
get a spool of thread. Terry was waiting when 
she came out. They walked away together, 
saying nothing. Finally, he said, “Slim Led- 
ford said you told the girls you were wearing 
a gardenia to the dance. Do you want a gar- 
denia, Julie?” 

Julie choked and fumbled with her words, 
trying to raise her voice above the pounding 
in her ears. She wanted to tell Terry how 
the girls were making his pansies seem ridicu- 


28 


Growing Up (Continued from page 12) 


lous, but what she was saying sounded weak 
and awkward and got worse and worse. 

“You'll have a gardenia, if that’s the way 
you want it, Julie,” he said. “Why did you 
let me think you wanted the pansies in the 
first place?” 

Julie squirmed under his steady, question- 
ing eyes. Then he had to dash off to catch 
his bus. Julie watched until the bus was out 
of sight, but Terry did not look back. 

The next morning Julie dragged herself 
into assembly hall at the last tap of the warn- 
ing bell. Just inside the door stood Rita and 
Terry, talking and laughing together like the 
best of pals. Julie could see that Rita was 
focusing all her charm on Terry again. 

“Hi, there!” Rita called gaily, when she 
saw Julie. Julie put her feeble best into her 


ON THE BALL 
by MARGARET FISHBACK 


in summer, winter, spring, and fall 
There’s fascination in the ball. 

From infancy until we totter 

No other plaything’s any hotter. 
There’s football, basketball, and tennis 
And water polo played in Venice. 
And though to baseball | am cool, 
I'm stuck on golf and Kelly pool. 
The mothball likewise has its place— 
To skip it would be a disgrace. 

And devotees, by millions, play 

At marbles, billiards, and croquet. 
This giddy world is balled up, too, 
And so am | and so are you. 


answering hail. Terry tossed her a casual 
“Hi,” and turned back to Rita. 

From then on Julie hardly knew what hap- 
pened. She followed the crowd from one class- 
room to another, with a great ache inside her. 

Afterward, she sat for a long time on the 
window ledge of her empty classroom, star- 
ing at the fading pattern in the linoleum, 
thinking of Terry’s question: “Why did you 
let me think you wanted the pansies in the 
first place?” She was remembering the hurt 
in his eyes. There was something else in his 
eyes too—something Julie had never seen 
there before—something that made her heart- 
sick. Was it contempt for a silly girl who 
didn’t have the courage to grow up? 

It wasn’t only the fact that she had made 
Terry think his home-grown pansies had no 
value for her. Dances, she knew, were ex- 
pensive for boys as young as Terry. There 
were the tickets, transportation—car or taxi 
—something to eat afterward. A corsage 
could cost seven or eight dollars. No wonder 
some of the really dreamy boys sometimes 
skipped proms. 

Terry worked hard in the garage for his 
spending money. If she had any real interest 
in him, she ought to see to it that a date 
with her didn’t cost him a couple of weeks’ 
pay. But she had let her desire to keep up 


with a group of silly girls blind her to all this. | 


Finally she got up and walked home alone. 
Her throat ached and her eyes stung. Why 
was she so stupid, anyway? So afraid! What- 
ever gave her the idea that she was a grown- 
up? She was nothing but a funny little girl, 
playing lady. How could she expect Terry to 
like such a silly child? It was a wonder he 
had ever noticed her. 





The days moved on in slow motion, and 
at last it was the day of the dance. Early 
that morning, before Julie got out of bed, 
she lay and looked out at the glistening sun- 
shine lighting the new green of the treetops, 
and touching the sky with a rosy glow. In 
that bright moment Julie knew that what she 
was going to do was right. She had worked 
it out bit by bit during that terrible week. 

When she got to the garage, Terry was 
down in the pit, greasing a car. He didn’t 
see her until she knelt down to talk to him. 

“Listen, Terry,” she said. “I don’t want a 
gardenia tonight. That was all a bad mistake. 
I really want the pansies. I’m counting on 
them. Mother made my dress specially for 
them.” She put her hand on his shoulder. 
“Terry, I let the girls laugh me down. But 
I’ve learned my lesson. Will you please make 
the pansy corsage for me? Please, Terry.” 

His eyes widened, and the smudge of 
grease across his cheek moved upward with 
his grin. “Sure, Julie,” he said. “Sure thing.” 

Back home, Julie’s mother gave her a 
shampoo and pinned her curls tightly, so her 
hair wouldn’t be too flyaway. By eight o'clock 
she was dressed in her new yellow taffeta, 
and she and her mother were waiting in the 
living room. 

They heard a car stop in front, and when 
her mother opened the door, a tall, smiling 
boy stepped into the room, a dark-red carna- 
tion on the lapel of his white jacket, and in 
his hand a neat white box. 

Julie heard him greet her mother and then 
his low, “Julie, you look swell,” as he handed 
her the box. When she lifted the flowers out 
her mother exclaimed, “How lovely!” 

The corsage was beautifully professional— 
pale blue and violet, with bronze shades inter- 
mingling, touched with flecks of light yellow, 
and tied with soft, bronze-toned ribbon. In 
that glorious moment Julie completely forgot 
Rita and all those laughing eyes. 


At the ballroom, the dancing had 
started when they arrived. Julie lifted her 
head proudly as they stepped into the moving 
stream. Rita Metcalfe whirled by with Harv 
Williams, and Julie saw the expensive orchid 
she wore—a rare green, with yellow spots, tied 
with a gold ribbon. She saw Rita’s eyes widen 
as Julie swirled by with Terry, her pale yellow 
dress billowing, her bright pansies, touched 
with bronze, adding a bit of quaintness. 

When Harv Williams cut in, he said, 
“You're real date-bait tonight, Julie. Those 
pansies are just right for you.” 

Between dances Maudie Maxwell touched 
Julie’s corsage and said, “They’re lovely.” 

The thrum and drum and beat of the music 
filled the hall, but it could not drown out 
the happy beating of Julie’s heart. When the 
orchestra began playing, “Home, Sweet 
Home,” she couldn’t believe it was time to go. 

They went with a small, gay group for 
sandwiches and cokes. Later, they climbed 
the steps of Julie’s house, their fingers inter- 
laced, and stood a moment beneath the heavy 
clematis vine. Terry softly touched her cheek. 

“Bike ride tomorrow, Julie?” he said. 

“Td love it,” she murmured. 

That was all he said, but he was smiling 
as he turned and went down the steps. Julie 
stood a moment watching his broad shoulders 
swinging along in the white moonlight. And 
in that moment she knew that really growing 
up is worth the courage it takes. 

THE END 


MAY, 1954 









STEER WITH YOUR HANDS | 
STOP WITH YOUR FEET! 






She 
rked 
eek. 
was 
dn’t 
nim. 
nt a 



















3-time winner of the 
aa Indianapolis “500.” 
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Just like 

- Mauri Rose 
in the 
"Firebird"! 


Even a daring test driver like Mauri Rose wouldn’t try 
to stop a car with his hands. He steers with his hands, stops 
with his feet—like you do when you ride a bike with a 
New Departure Coaster Brake. 


Just like the brakes on GM’s experimental “Firebird,” 
‘ eit ” which Mauri drives, the New Departure brake is placed 
aid, ite E __ een at the hub of the wheel. That’s where brakes stop best— 
sate STOPS LIKE A JET OR RACING CAR for planes, cars and bikes. 


™ Many jet planes and racing cers have disc-type P 
re brakes like New Departure’s! Stop like a jet! And that’s where the New Departure brake is safe from 


‘ rain and snow, dust and dirt, wear and tear. It’s the 
ye lightest, strongest, safest bike brake. Make sure your new 
: bike has a safe, modern New Departure. 
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ers RIM BRAKES ARE WAY OUT OF DATE 

nd Old-fashioned as a handle bar mustache, they're 
heavier ... get rattles... can’t take any rough stuff. 
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by MIMA JEAN SPENCER 


Jazz fans will be warmed by 
MGM’s new album, Dixieland vs. Birdland, a 
follow-up of the earlier Hot vs. Cool release 
which was so enthusiastically received. Per- 
dido, That’s A Plenty, Get Happy, and Hot & 
Cool Blues are each played in two versions 
with Bobby Byrne and his Dixieland Band 
offering the “hot” beat and Kai Winding and 
his Birdland All-Stars playing the “cool” mod- 
ern versions. Don’t miss this continuation of 
the battle of jazz! 

The popular Percy Faith Orchestra has cap- 
tured the Eastern flavor of “Kismet” in his 
recording of highlights from the show’s musi- 
cal score. Gongs, bells, and other exotic instru- 
ments lend atmosphere to such numbers as 
Baubles, Bangles, and Beads, And This Is My 
Beloved, and Sands of Time. ( Columbia.) 

The meditative beauty of the first move- 
ment of Beethoven's Sonata No. 14 in C-Sharp 
Minor and the tempestuous power of the third 
movement are responsiltle for the great popu- 
larity which this piano work has enjoyed. Al- 
though the adopted subtitle is actually only 
descriptive of the serenity of the opening 
Adagio, the term “Moonlight” continues to 
identify this well-loved sonata. The free form 
and eloquence of the music is brilliantly evi- 
dent in a recording by Dutch pianist Theo 
Van Der Pas. 

In sharp contrast is the reverse side of the 
recording as the pianist performs the Pathé- 
tique Sonata No. 8 in C Minor which Bee- 
thoven himself titled soon after he became 
aware that deafness was approaching. The 
grief-filled introductory theme is followed by 
an energetic and grave movement of resigna- 
tion and in the third movement the composer 
appears to be once more pleased with life. On 
a Columbia Entré label, the famed sonatas are 
a collector’s album. 

Leroy Holmes conducts two very different 
kinds of music on MGM album releases, 
Street of Dreams and The Great Ones. The 
first is mood music provided by the MGM 
Strings with a unique vocal blending by Mary 
Mayo, who is enabled by her unusual vocal 
range to imitate or to sing in duet with an- 
other instrument. Dramatic and haunting 
treatment is given such favorites as East of the 
Sun, Dream, and Autumn Leaves. 


Entirely apart in tone and tempo is 
the recorded salute to the great bands of the 
swing era of the Thirties and Forties. Tuxedo 
Junction, popularized by Glenn Miller, Count 
Basie’s One O'Clock Jump and the first Boogie 
Woogie, Tommy Dorsey’s stand-by, are 
among the dance-band instrumentals arranged 
in the modern manner but with the old swing 
spirit by LeRoy Holmes who served as ar- 
ranger for Harry James for four years. For 
reminiscence with a solid beat listen to The 
Great Ones! 

Red Garters is the saucy title of a bright 
new musical Western released by Paramount 
and recorded by Columbia with stars Rose- 
mary Clooney, Guy Mitchell, and newcomer 
Joanne Gilbert. A humor-filled take-off on 
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Hollywood Westerns, witty lyrics, and 


sprightly tunes c ine a liv . in- | . : 
sprightly tunes combine for a lively score in- | worked into your program may give you all 


cluding Man and Woman, the title song and 
a pleasing ballad called Geed Intentions. 

An old-fashioned American success story 
is Irving Berlin’s rise from poverty and ob- 
scurity in New York’s Lower East Side to a 
secure position of national acclaim. The songs 
he wrote have become a part of our culture 
and few can think of Easter without hum- 
ming the Easter Parade or Christmas without 


ica, A Pretty Girl Is Like a Melody, and 
dozens of other tunes written for musical 
shows have indebted us to the composer’s 
talents. Paul Britten and Orchestra present 
the Wonderful Waltzes of Irving Berlin in a 
recent MGM tribute. You'll remember and 
love All Alone, The Girl That | Marry, Always, 
and What'll I Do. 


NEW AND NOTICEABLE 


Be Mine, Beloved—Dean Parker (MGM) 

If You Love Me—Shirley Harmer (MGM) 

1 Really Don’t Want to Know—Bob Santa 
Maria (MGM) 

My Home Town—Al Trace (MGM) 

The Steps of Saint Marie—Bob Stewart 
(MGM) 

The Theme from “The Broken Horseshoe” 
—Wilfrid Burns (MGM) 

You've Never Been in Love—Vicki Benét 


(MGM) 


NOTED AND NOTEWORTHY 


Cabbages and Kings—Charley Applewhite | 
( Decca ) 

Flowers for the Lady — Dolores 
( Decca ) 

For Sale—Felicia Sanders (Columbia ) 

1 Had to Call You Up to Say I’m Sorry— 
Mills Bros. ( Decca ) 

Lost in Loveliness—Billy Eckstine (MGM) 

Melancholy Me—Ella Fitzgerald ( Decca) 

My Heart Won't Say Goodbye—Tony Ben- 
nett (Columbia ) 

Parker’s Lament—F rank Parker (Columbia) 

Pine Tree, Pine Over Me—Eileen Barton, 
Johnny Desmond, McGuire Sisters 
(Coral ) 

Quanto—Ken Remo (MGM) 

Sing It Paisan—Nocturnes (MGM) 

Size 12—Don Cornell (Coral) 

That's What a Woman Is For—Jerri Adams 
(Columbia ) 

The Gypsy—Louis Armstrong ( Decca) 

They Can’t Take That Away from Me— 
Percy Faith (Columbia ) 

Wall of Icee—Tommy Edwards (MGM) 


Gray 


For late-at-night listening todreamy 
melodies, Columbia offers “Late Music” al- 
bums. Volume One features Rosemary Clooney 
who suggests Close Your Eyes; Frank Sinatra, 
who sings Remember Me in Your Dreams; and 
Liberace playing Beethoven’s Moonlight So- 
nata. THE END 





Little Red Schoolhouse 
(Continued from page 15) 


Degrees 


Depending on the school you select, you 
may earn a bachelor-of-arts or a bachelor-of- 
science degree, or a teacher’s certificate. The 
teacher-training institution usually formulates 


| its program to meet its own State’s require- 


ments. If you think you may wish to teach 
in some other State, you might compare its 
requirements with those of your own, to see 
if you will be qualified. A few extra credits 


| you need. 





The Route—and the Destination 


If you’ve thought about teaching, you 
may have a special destination in mind, and 
you'll choose the route accordingly. As a 
beginning teacher you don’t necessarily have 


| to start in the kindergarten and work on up. 
the lovely White Christmas. God Bless Amer- | 


If you enroll in a four-year teacher-educa- 
tion program, you can select your field and 
your own special goal from these categories: 

Early Childhood. This includes nursery 
school, kindergarten, and elementary grades 
one to six. 

Secondary Grades, including the junior 
high grades seven to nine. 

Senior High, or grades nine through twelve. 

Graduate training beyond your four-year 
program will usually be required for a ca- 
reer in teaching of the physically or men- 
tally handicapped, or for work in guiding 
and counseling. On the other hand, if your 
program does not lead to a college degree, 
your own State’s standards will determine 
what grades and subjects you can teach. 


En Route 


State requirements and your goal will help 
determine what you study. A typical cur- 
riculum in a teacher-training course leading 
to a degree includes the usual liberal arts 
courses, plus courses in history of education, 
and in human growth and development, and 
a prescribed number of preferred courses 
which you may choose. For instance, you 
might select a course in social psychology if 
you plan to teach social studies in senior 
high; or a course in current usage of Eng- 
lish grammar to broaden your background. 
In your senior year you will have a required 
semester of student teaching — assisting a 
teacher in a regular classroom for a given 
number of hours. At present, that’s where 
your first contact with children usually 
comes. But many educators think it should 
be earlier — to weed out those who will not 
be happy and successful teachers. So, a 
change here may be on the way. 


Road Crossings 


You'll be lucky if your program includes 
some sort of field work: several hours weekly 
during your freshman or sophomore yeat. 
spent in an agency serving children. For one 
or two semesters you will work and _ play 
with youngsters in neighborhood schools. 
nursery schools, settlement houses, play- 
grounds, housing projects. It may be a craft 
class, a story-telling hour, a baseball game 
you share with them. The experience helps 
you discover if teaching is really for you 
and whether you are emotionally fitted for 
it. If not, you can switch to some other goal 
without lost time. If it is, you'll be able to 
choose your own crossroad. 
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Field work can also help you decide what 
age level you prefer to teach. Mary found 
it so. As an upper freshman, she volunteered 
her services with a nine-to-twelve-year age 
group. She wasn’t at home with them. She 
tried a younger group—but still it wasn’t 
her niche. When her teacher suggested she 
spend some time with first graders at a 
settlement house, she was sure that would 
be dull. 

The very first day was eventful. The chil- 
dren were cleaning the house of a pet rabbit. 
“Come see how we take care of Pinky,” 
they cried. 

Mary laughed. “I used to have a rabbit!” 
That made her part of the group at once. 
In the days that followed, she discovered 
she was always part of it, whether the chil- 
dren were painting pictures or playing house. 
One day she said to her teacher: “Young 
children are exciting. Teaching them would 
be an adventure!” 


Excursioning 


Even while you're in high school you can 
do a little excursioning on the crossroads of 
teaching — just to see the scenery and dis- 
cover whether it appeals to you. You might 
offer to lend a hand at a nursery school, 
playground, or settlement house, at camp 


in summer. Baby-sitting is a money-maker 


and a pathfinder as well. 

If you’re bent on teaching, have a talk 
with your school counselor; visit your local 
board of education to find out what teacher- 
training possibilities there are near to your 
home. 

Study college catalogs, write to individual 
schools. The sooner you know the entrance 
credits required for the school of your choice, 
the better you can prepare in your high school 
work. 


Teachers Wanted 


The little red schoolhouse in every corner 
of the nation is begging for teachers, and 
so is the big city school. The chief reason 
is a rising birth rate. Elementary schools 
will reach their highest enrollment in_his- 
tory in five years—many are overcrowded 
now. For junior high, the peak will be 1959; 
for senior high the teacher shortage will be 
great by 1957, at its peak by 1962. Right 
now, there’s an insistent call for teachers 
for the physically and mentally handicapped. 


Salaries 


Your starting salary may be in the $1,250 
to $3,000 range. Many school systems are 
establishing programs which ensure teachers 
a continuing salary rise. Salaries for class- 
room teachers can go as high as $6,000. 
With additional training, experience, and 
ability, you can earn promotions, and be in 
line, if you wish, to become a _ principal, 
supervisor, or administrator, where salaries 
are in the $3,500 to $9,000 range. And— 
don’t overlook the long summer vacation, 
the pension rights, tenure, maternity and 
sick leaves many school systems provide. 

You'll never make a fortune as a teacher. 
But—if you were meant for teaching—you'll 
have rewards that are greater by far than 
money: the joy of seeing young minds un- 
fold; the knowledge that you are aiding 
young people to grow straight and strong, 
to find their own fulfillment, to live in peace 
with their neighbors. The traditions of the 
little red schoolhouse of our ancestors will 
walk with you. And you will add to them. 

THE END 
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LaCrosse 


SUBTEENS 


ote Prettiest get-together 


under the summer sun! 

Your Sophisticated sunback with a 

f-u-l-l circle skirt and it’s 

own matching bolero. 

Striped Perma-crinkle 

plisse, pretty-faced with 

white pique! 

Flag-Red belt and 

buttons! Grey/white, 

red/white. 

Subteen sizes 8 to 14. 
About *8 


at these stores 


New York City, SAKS 34TH 

Boston, Mass., WM. FILENE’S SONS CO. 
Chattanooga, Tenn., LOVEMAN’S 
Dallas, Texas, SANGER BROS. 

Gary, Indiana, H. GORDON & SONS 


Harrisburg, Pa., POMEROY’S 

Los Angeles, Calif.. BROADWAY DEPT. STORE 
Richmond, Va., MILLER & RHOADS, INC. 
Toledo, Ohio, LA SALLE & KOCH CO. 
Washington, D. C.,. HECHT CO. 


or for the store in your city write to: LA CROSSE SUBTEENS, 535 8th AVENUE, NEW YORK 





Smart new coverage for all your skirts, slacks, 


BARREL JACKET 





al pushers . . . looks pretty tucked in, 


too! Huge tabbed pockets, tabbed hip-band. 
Washable cotton in white, navy, black, red. 


ocnmanimoniimneiaiadaeiseiateln 
PARIS SHOP, Dept. AG5-2, BOX 390 
509 MAIN ST., NEW ROCHELLE, N. Y. 
PLEASE SEND ME 2 eg 0 ™.o. 
BARREL JACKET @ $2.99 c.o.p. (app 20c 
SIZE COLOR 2ND COLOR POSTAGE) 
A DOLLAR DEPOSIT 
NAME REQUIRED ON ALL 
C.0.D."8 TO BE 
ADDRESS APPLIED TO PRICE 
city ZONE___ STATE OF ITEM. 








SATISFACTION CUARANTEED OR MONEY REFUNDED 


romper 
ile) ae 







PARIS SHOP, DEPT. AG 5-1 
509 MAIN ST. 
NEW ROCHELLE, N. Y. 


(add 20c for handling): 
SIZE 








Romper @ $2.95 

OCheck [)M.0. [C.O.D. 

Name 

Address 

City 

ke, SSeS 
Money Back Guarantee 
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DOES THE RECIPE— 
OR THE PAN— 
‘TAKE THE CAKE’? 


Out of the oven it comes... 
your prize confection...a 
cake that's full-volume, 
golden-brown and light as 
eider down! Your 
amazed family is 
showering you 
with a baker's 
dozen different 
compliments. 





J\S 
What's responsible for 
your success? ...Mother's 
never-fail recipe (that 
you've failed with count- 
less times before?)... the 
beating you gave the bat- 
ter?...or might it be, the 
pan? Few cooks think of 
that, and yet cooking ex- 
perts all maintain: a pan 
that shines, outside as 
well as inside, can make 
the difference between a 
golden cake and an over- 
browned one, between a 
full-volume 
cake and one 
that's flat- 
sided, humped 
1 in the center. 





And, of course, 
the secret of 
shiny pans is S.0.S. §.0.5., 
the scouring pad with the 
soap right in it, puts ona 
polish as it cleans. 





So why not get the §&.0.S. 
habit, because a pan shin- 
ed with S.0.S. takes the 
cake, every time! 






S.0.S. Mfg. Co. of C 
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The $.0.S. Company, Chicago, Illinois, U.S.A. 
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molasses, vinegar, and seasonings and pour 
over beans. Add carrots and onions with water 
in which they were cooked. Mix until vege- 
tables are evenly distributed. Arrange slices 
of ham on top of vegetables, uncooked side 
up. Cover and bake in moderate oven (375° ) 
30 minutes. Remove cover and cook 15 min- 
utes longer, or until ham slices are delicately 
browned. If desired, 3 uncooked potatoes, 
thinly sliced, may be substituted for the 
beans, and the molasses and vinegar omitted. 
Serves 4 to 6. 


Nikki Humiston of Johnson City, New 
York, contributes a recipe for broiled ham 
with a cherry sauce that is different and de- 
licious. 

BROILED HAM WITH CHERRY SAUCE 
1 slice smoked ham, 2 tablespoons currant 

1” thick jelly 
1 (#2) can pitted, sour 1 tablespoon cornstarch 

red cherries 

Remove rind from ham and slit the edge 
in several places, to prevent curling. Cook 
in preheated broiler, 3 to 5 inches from heat, 
turning once. Allow 15 minutes for ready-to- 
eat ham; 25 minutes for uncooked ham. 

While the ham is broiling, heat cherries 
in saucepan with the jelly. Mix the corn- 
starch with enough cold water to make a 
paste and add to the heated cherries. Bring 
to a boil, stirring constantly, and boil 5 
minutes. Place ham slice on heated platter 
and pour cherry sauce over. Serves 4. 


A recipe for a second-day dish that will 
rate first with family and friends comes from 
Betty Johnson of Louisville, Kentucky. 


HAM-ASPARAGUS SURPRISE 
6 tablespoons butter or 
margarine 
6 tablespoons flour cheese 
Ya teaspoon salt Cooked asparagus 
Ye teaspoon pepper tips 
¥% teaspoon dry 8 slices cooked ham 
mustard 
Melt butter over low heat. Add flour and 
seasonings, stirring until smooth and mixture 
bubbles. Add milk gradually, stirring con- 
stantly. Cook and stir until mixture is thick- 
ened. Reserve three tablespoons of cheese 
and add remainder to sauce. Roll 3 or 4 
asparagus tips in each slice of ham. Place 
in shallow baking dish with overlapping 
edges down. Cover with the sauce and 


1% cups milk 
% cup grated sharp 





Ways with Ham (Continued from page 21) 


sprinkle with reserved cheese. Bake in mod- 
erate oven (375°) 15 to 20 minutes, or until 
cheese has melted and is golden brown. 


A recipe for a ham loaf which can be 
cooked on top of the stove or in the oven is 
a favorite of Ruth Johnson of Lansing, 
Michigan. 


UPSIDE-DOWN HAM LOAF 


2 tablespoons butter or Y% cup dry bread crumbs 


margarine 2 eggs, beaten 
3 tablespoons brown 1 teaspoon dry mustard 
sugar Ye teaspoon pepper 
4 slices canned pine- 1 tablespoon minced 
apple onion 
2 cups ground cooked Ya teaspoon salt 
am 


Blend butter and sugar. Spread on bottom 
of 8” skillet. Arrange pineapple slices on sugar 
mixture. Combine remaining ingredients and 
mix thoroughly. Pack on top of pineapple 
slices. Pour a little pineapple juice over all. 
Cover tightly and cook over low heat 30 min- 
utes. Remove cover and turn upside down 
on heated platter. Garnish with cherries or 
colorful bits of currant or apple jelly in the 
pineapple centers. ‘ 

For oven baking, use a 6” x 4” x 3” loaf 
pan, overlapping pineapple slices to fit pan. 
Bake in moderate oven (350°) 45 to 50 
minutes. 

For individual servings, shape meat mix- 
ture into 4 paities and place each on a slice 
of pineapple. Bake in moderate oven (350°) 
30 minutes. 


PUDDINGS 

“Some like it hot, some like it cold”—and 
puddings are versatile enough to suit all tastes 
and weathers. The Recipe Exchange in the 
September issue will feature the favorite 
pudding recipes of AMERICAN GIR- readers. 
The recipes may be for puddings to be served 
hot or cold, with or without sauce. (If you 
have a special sauce for your pudding, in- 
clude that, too.) We are looking forward to 
many different and delicious recipes for the 
September Exchange. 

Test your recipe, and check it over care- 
fully after you have written it out. Recipes 
for the September issue are due not later 
than May 20. Be sure to read the rules on 
page 49. For each recipe printed in the maga- 
zine we will pay one dollar. 

THE END 


Tribute to Tim (Continued from page 11) 


him over to Sandy. “Finders keepers,” I said. 
“Anyway, Father won't let us have any dog 
but old Topper. He is afraid they'll chase the 
sheep.” But I really hated to give up the puppy. 

That night, when Sandy came over, he 
brought the pup with him. “Take a look at 
Tiny Tim,” he said. “He’s had a bath and a 
lot of hamburger for supper.” He set the 
little dog down on the floor, the cutest morsel 
you have ever seen. Sandy is going to teach 
him tricks. He is so intelligent he will learn 
fast. 

Sandy loves animals, and they love him. 
Tiny Tim went to sleep with his head tucked 
under Sandy’s arm. When he got up to go 
home, he said, “See you tomorrow, if that’s 
okay.” I nodded. Tiny Tim is a good peace- 
maker. 

Your ever-loving friend, 
P. Downing 





Dearest Janie: 

I thought you would like to see these snap- 
shots of Tiny Tim. I took them. He can sit up 
and beg, shake hands, retrieve a ball, and roll 
over and play dead. He loves cheese. I can 
take a little bit of it in my fingers and he will 
walk on his hind legs all the way across the 
kitchen to get it. Topper is jealous of him and 
growls at him when he tries to start a game. 
Tiny Tim is by far the cutest pup I have ever 
seen. Even Father, who has no patience with 
puppies, has to laugh at him. I hope you are 
not bored to death hearing about him. Sandy 
is getting an enlargement of the snap that 
shows Tiny Tim standing on his hind legs. 
We think it would do for a magazine cover, 
maybe. Sandy advertised for the owner but 
nobody ever claimed him. I’m glad of that. 

Your ever-loving freind, 
P.D. 
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Dearest Janie: 

The saddest thing has happened. Tiny Tim 
is dead. He developed a naughty habit of 
running away to visit us. He came across the 
highway once too often. Today he was hit by 
a truck. Sandy buried him in a little grave in 
his mother’s flower garden. We are going to 
make a little marker with these words painted 
on it: “Tiny Tim, God bless him.” He was so 
spirited, so full of love, I think God will. Tiny 
Tim was a dog, but so much less doggy than 
the usual kind. You wouldn’t think the loss 
of a little creature that weighed just five 
pounds could make so many hearts heavy. But 
all of us, and all Sandy’s family, too, are sad. 

I am glad you liked the snapshot of him. 

Your loving friend, 
Pat Downing 


Dearest Janie: 

Thank you a lot for your sympathetic letter. 
Today I wrote a little story. I named it “Epi- 
taph.” It’s the story of Tiny Tim from that 
murky day when he came to us out of the 
gloom, until his death. I was sitting here by 
the living-room fire, writing it with a pencil. 
[had to keep dabbing my eyes with a tissue. 
When I heard Mother talking to somebody in 
the kitchen, I thought it was the laundryman, 
but in a minute Sandy came strolling into the 
living room. 

He looked inquiringly at the pages in my 
lap, but he didn’t say anything. He picked up 
the newspaper and began to read the sports 
page. If he had asked to see my story, I think 
I would have refused haughtily. But as he 
didn’t, my vanity got the best of me, and I 
asked him if he cared to read what I had 
written about Tiny Tim. 

When he finished it, he said, “You ought to 
send this to the contest.” I told him sadly that 
the contest had been over two weeks. “Too 
bad,” Sandy said, “because this is good. It’s 
not synthetic. Tim was a cute pup, and any- 
body who reads this will be convinced of it.” 

“That was my main idea,” I said. “I wanted 
to share him.” 

Anyway, contest or no, I’ve paid my little 
tribute to Tim. 

Your loving friend, 
P. Downing 


Dearest Janie: 

You know my story, “Epitaph”? About Tiny 
Tim? Well, Sandy mentioned it to the editor 
of our school paper and she published it. A 
lot of people liked it. My English teacher sent 
it to a college professor friend who is com- 
piling an anthology of animal stories. If you 
will believe me, he is going to include my 
story. He said it is poignant. Imagine me in 
an anthology! I could swoon. And I am going 
to get twenty-five dollars. The check is on the 
way. Maybe I will be a writer after all. 

Your loving friend, 
Pat Downing 
THE END 





L Betty Cavanna your favorite author? 
Watch for her story: “Long Live the King.” 


D. you like to sail? 

Don’t miss: “Rating: Skipper.” 
Hove you a talent for art? 

You'll appreciate: “Grass on the Mountain.” 
D. you go for the dreamy and romantic? 


“La Paloma” will rate with you. 


All yours in the summer 
issues of 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 
THE AMERICAN GIRL 
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make THE WHOLE-EGG MAYONNAISE 


the finest mayonnaise you can buy ! 





7 - Spoon int 
until firm : ‘© mold. efrigera 
Serve with Best Foods or — 
's 








So smooth—so delicious—only Best Foods 
or Hellmann's is so good so many ways! 





Famous for salads, Best Foods or 
Hellmann’s Real Mayonnaise is per- 
fect for sandwich spreads and sauces, 
too. Made with whole eggs, freshly 
broken, fresh salad oil, aged vinegars, 
choice spices and extra egg yolks—it’s 
America’s favorite mayonnaise—2 to 1! 


Best Foods and Helimann’'s are registered trade- 
marks of The Best Foods, Inc. 














TERRYVILLE, CONNECTICUT: I tried one of your 
recipes the other day and it worked out very 
well. The serial Cargo for Jennifer is tops. Eld- 
est Daughter and What’s the Answer? were 
very good, too. When THe AMERICAN GIRL 
comes every month I read it from cover to 
cover without stopping. 

Jupy OELSCHLEGEL (age 11) 


CARSON CITY, NEVADA: I was simply thrilled 
with your article There’s Fur in Our Family. 
While I read it, my own Siamese cat was 
curled up on my lap. It’s about time people 
realized how wonderful Siamese cats really 
are. Everyone who sees Tawni expects him 
to growl and try to bite them. He wouldn’t 
want to hurt anybody in the world. Tawni 
is just as nosy as Maud and Michael. He has 
to get into everything. He finally succeeded 
in getting into the cupboard with the dishes. 

Joanie GaTTEN (age 13) 


GRUNDISBURGH, ENGLAND: [| thought that I 
must write and thank you for a wonderful mag- 
azine which you provide. Occasionally, I re- 
ceive a bundle of AMERICAN Gin_s from my 
pen pal, Barb, in Flanders, New Jersey, and 
I think that they provide for the needs and 
demands of all teen-agers. Your stories are 
super. I wish you would have more serials 
like Double Date. And also, some of your arti- 
cles are very instructive. I think the fashions 
that you have are absolutely divine and only 
wish that I could purchase some of them. Per- 
haps I shall be able to soon, though, because 
when I have finished my training I hope to 
come over to America and get a job. 
CurisTIAN Gentry (age 17) 


LORAIN, OHIO: This isn’t mentioned too 
often but I like the pictures in your magazine. 
I thought the picture for Cargo for Jennifer 
in the March issue was wonderful. It really 
show’s Jennifer’s feelings. 

LYNN PETER (age 12) 


CANTON, NEW YORK: I am also the eldest 
daughter in my family, and I have had the 
same difficulties with my family as Sally, but 
I found out I was wrong. Eldest Daughter 
told me a lot I needed to know. 

I also like All Over the Map because it tells 
you what other Girl Scouts in other States and 
countries are doing. 

Jupy Comstock (age 13) 


GLASGOW, SCOTLAND: I have a pen friend 
who lives in Indiana, and she sends me THE 
AMERICAN Girt. I like it very much because 
we do not get such interesting magazines. 
Your fashions are just beautiful, and I like 
the Recipe Exchange. My friend, Margaret, 
from Indiana writes often and she thinks your 
magazine is tops. The advertisements you 
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have for Girl Scout socks, etc. are super. The 
magazines we do get do not have any nice 
styles and they are not nearly so thick. Thank 
you so much for such a wonderful book for 
teen-agers. Good luck! 

Evinor WHITELEY (age 16) 


PARK RIDGE, ILLINOIS: I especially liked the 

story Eldest Daughter and There’s Fur in Our 

Family. I enjoy your beauty tips a lot. 
SusAN MILLER (age 11) 


FLINT, MICHIGAN: I just loved your March 
cover! Dance Your Way to Beauty was very 
good. There’s Fur in Our Family was a cute 
story; I like cat stories a lot. Cats really act 
that way; I’ve had three of them. 

Mary Jo CAnFIELp (age 13) 


DUNDEE, SCOTLAND: [ think your magazine is 
wonderful. I have just received the February 
issue, and I thank my pen pal, Pat, with all 
my heart for such a lovely Christmas present. 
It’s great knowing that I will get it for a 
whole year. 

I always read A Penny for Your Thoughts, 
and I haven't noticed any letter from Scotland 
yet. I am seventeen years old, and I write to 
Peggy in Indiana, Judy in Pennsylvania, and 
Patsy in Davenport, Iowa. 

I think that American girls are very friendly 
and my pen pals are all nice. Thank you again 
for your magazine. Your fashions are wonder- 
ful, and I must not forget to mention that I 
enjoy all your stories. Grace Paton (age 17) 


TONAWANDA, NEW YORK: I really am enjoy- 
ing Cargo for Jennifer. I just love your tips on 
beauty and dates. They sure have helped 
me. Eldest Daughter was keen! So was What's 
the Answer? Patti KALTENBACH (age 14) 


ARCADIA, CALIFORNIA: I got THE AMERICAN 
Girt through my Scout troop. I (and many 
others ) think it’s tops! My friend Dorcas and 
I race for the mailbox about the end of the 
month, 

The March issue was super! I liked Dance 
Your Way to Beauty especially because I take 
ballet and know what it can do for the figure. 
Eldest Daughter was very good, as was What's 
the Answer? Oh, What You Said! was very 
helpful. 

Thank you for putting a career story like 
Climbing Fashion’s Ladder in—in fact, thank 
you for publishing such a wonderful maga 
zine. Cit Ware (age 12) 


RAY, ARIZONA: Eldest Daughter was tops in 
your March issue. And your fashions were 
wonderful, about the best I think you have 
ever had. 

I am a Girl Scout of Troop 1. There are 
about twelve girls in my patrol. I have two 





brothers and one sister. We have many good 
times together. My mother is a schoolteacher; 
my father a shovel foremen. 

SHEILA DuGaNn (age II]) 


WILLIAMSTOWN, MASSACHUSETTS: I am a 
Girl Scout of Troop 4. I especially enjoyed the 
fashions and You’re an Old Smoothie in the 
March AMERICAN Girt. I also enjoy Speaking 
of Movies, Recipe Exchange, and Jokes. | 
wish you would have more popular songs 
in The Music Stand. Barsara LILy (age 10) 


MANCHESTER, CONNECTICUT: I liked the story 
Eldest Daughter very much and What's the 
Answer? was good. I like A Penny for Your 
Thoughts and By You a lot. I read them first. 
The fashions are very good. Bloomer Girls to 
Blue Jeans was good, too. All Over the Map 
is very good. The March cover is very nice. 

Jupy Doy_e (age 11) 


CHARLOTTE, NORTH CAROLINA: I am very 
interested in Cargo for Jennifer, and Eldest 
Daughter really puts into words the way 
many of us feel. 
Your tips on fashion are very helpful, and 
so is your good-grooming advice. 
Jean McKay Gtascow (age 13) 


MARYFIELD, CANADA: One of my new-yeat 
resolutions was to take out a subscription 
to this delightful magazine. When I received 
the first two issues the other day I was really 
satisfied with everything. I like the By You 
feature the best, but the stories, fashions, 
beauty tips, and other articles rate close be- 
hind. 

I noticed in the section A Penny for Your 
Thoughts you have letters from so many coun- 
tries but not from Canada. I thought I'd let 
you know Canadian teens enjoy your maga- 
zine, too. My English pen pal, Ann Adams of 
Ilford, Essex, will enjoy it, also, when I send 
her some copies. Keep up the good work! 

BERNICE McApoo (age 18) 


SOUTHALL, ENGLAND: I am greatly thrilled 
with THE AMERICAN GIRL magazine, as it 
gives us teen-agers a.wide scope of interesting 
articles to read. I am most grateful to my pen 
friend, Cindy Blitz, who subscribed for me. 

As soon as I have read it, I take it to school 
and the whole form (thirty boys and girls) 
reads it with great interest. When they have 
read it, I give it to another of my friends, and 
she takes it to her school. So by the time she 
returns it, it looks very tattered. 

All I have to say now is—keep on with the 
good work! MARGARET TYLER (age 14) 


FAYETTE, MISSISSIPPI: I think By You is im- 
portant because it can help girls get started 
in journalism or art careers; and All Over the 
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Map and A Penny for Your Thoughts because 
they help us to understand better the people 
of other countries. I think another important 
thing THe AMERICAN Girt could do would be 
to devote a page or two every month to inter- 
esting careers. This would be a big help for 
some of the millions of schoolgirls who read 
Tue AMERICAN Girt to plan for the future. 

Auicia HaRPER (age 14) 


KANSAS CITY, KANSAS: Cargo for Jennifer is 
good, and I liked What’s the Answer? in the 
March issue. 

Eldest Daughter seemed to be just meant 
for me as I am the oldest in our family. I have 
certainly felt misunderstood as Sally did in 
the story, but I usually “stand up for myself” 
as she decided to do. 

Jupy WEATHERBY (age 15) 


GREAT FALLS, MONTANA: I got my March 
issue today; I feel as if it were made for me. 
Iam the eldest, and only daughter, and some- 
times feel abused, so I enjoyed Eldest Daugh- 
ter very much. I have a bad habit of talking 
about other people so Oh, What You Said! is 
very helpful. I am taking a unit on fruit in 
my 4-H club work so From the Fruit Bowl is 
going to be very useful. 
I enjoyed Goal for Jill very much; I am not 
a Girl Scout but used to be a Camp Fire Girl. 
I thought Cynthia Litman’s story in By You 
“Sunday Morning” was very good. 
ELAINE Otis (age 12) 


WABAN, MASSACHUSETTS: There's Fur in Our 
Family was a very amusing story. How about 
more stories on dogs and cats? You've got a 
magazine that interests all types of girls. Keep 
up the good work! Nancy Derr (age 14) 


WESTBROOK, MAINE: I enjoy THE AMERICAN 
Girt very much, I like the styles and the stor- 
ies. In guidance class at school we had a good- 
grooming lesson and THE AMERICAN GIRL 
helped me very much. SusAN FARLEY (age 13) 


COLUMBUS, OHIO: Three cheers for the March 
issue, it was super. Congratulations to Nan 
Gilbert on her swell story What’s the Answer? 
Goal for Jill was great. I was held spellbound 
from the first to last word. I’m equally enjoy- 
ing Cargo for Jennifer. 

How about some more articles on beauty? 
Teen-age magazines are always publishing 
articles on how to lose weight. What about 
one for us thin gals on gaining weight? 

Puyuis Motz (age 11) 


HOLLYWOOD, FLORIDA: Your March issue was 
just peachy-keen! I simply adored There’s Fur 
in Our Family. Your fashions were some of 
the best you have ever had. Eldest Daughter 
and Oh, What You Said! were tops. Cargo for 
Jennifer is as good as Goal for Jill, and that 
means “the best.” Lois Ricu (age 12) 


CHICAGO, ILLINOIS: Thanks loads for your 
wonderful magazine. I enjoy every page of it. 
Cargo for Jennifer is very interesting, and I 
wait anxiously for the next issue. By You, the 
fashions, and A Penny for Your Thoughts are 
also tops. 

I'd like to see some more career stories like 
Through Library Doors. How about some on 
nursing, teaching, modeling, etc. Thanks 
again for your great magazine. 

Susan JAcoBson (age 13) 








Please send your letters to The American 
Girl, 155 East 44th St., New York 17, 





N. Y., and tell us your age and address 





THE AMERICAN GIRL 











There is no other thrill like a visit to 


WASHINGTON 


Rich rewards and good times await you in our 
Nation’s Capital. You’ll enjoy its great museums and 
art galleries, its famous public buildings. You’ll be in- 
tensely interested at a session of Congress. And as you 
stand before the historic shrines, you'll find a new pride 
in being an American. Visit Washington—this year. 


For EXTRA Enjoyment—go B&O 


Travel by train and relax as you ride. You'll enjoy the comfort of 
modern coaches, Pullmans, friendly lounges, and th Diesel-Electric 
power, plus courteous service and delicious food. 





DETROIT BUFFALO nocnestER 
TOLEDO 











NEW YORK 








CHICAGO 


SPRINGFIELD DAYTON 





WASHINGTON 





ST. LOUIS LOUISVILLE CERN, eceton 


BALTIMORE & OHIO RAILROAD 


\ Only B&O offers travel between East and West via Washington j 


CHARLESTON 











52-PAGE PICTORIAL GUIDE TO WASHINGTON 














Tells you what to see. Historical and informative descriptions; 
re é 60 illustrations; street map. Convenient pocket size. 
° IT’S FREE! Paste coupon on postcard and mail today! 

| J. F. Whittington, Gen. Pass. Traf. Mgr. AG 

Baltimore & Ohio Railroad (Dept. A) 
| Baltimore 1, Md. 
| Please send me, without charge, a copy of your "Pictorial Wash- 
| ington Travel Guide." 
| Name 
| (Please print plainly) 
| Address 
| City Zone. Ne ea 
: If you want information on a trip to Washington, check here [_] 





35 








Pamper Your Nylons 


by ALBERTA EISEMAN 


into the words, “Ooooh! There goes 

my last pair of nylons!” And no 
wonder! A large part of every girl’s cloth- 
ing allowance goes for nylon stockings. 
Thought in their buying and care can 
make them last longer and look better. 

Consider whether you want seamless or 
full-fashioned stockings. If you have a 
hard time keeping your seams straight, 
seamless may be best. Choose light or dark 
tones, depending on the shade of clothes 
you ll be wearing. For spring and summer, 
with pastel dresses, take a light shade; a 
darker one for winter clothes. The sheerer 
your stockings, the more fragile they will 
be. Sheer, sheer nylons are wonderful for 
dress-up dates. For school, or walking, or 
baby-sitting, however, a slightly heavier 
hose is more practical and longer lasting. 

Learn the mean- 
ing of the words 
“denier” and 
“gauge.” Denier 
refers to the thick- 
ness and weight of 
each thread of ny- 
lon yarn. The low- 
er the denier num- 
ber, the sheerer 
the stocking; the 
higher the denier, 
the thicker the 
stocking. A 15- 
denier stocking is 
for parties; 30, 40, 
or 70-denier ny- 
lons are for daily 
wear. Gauge indi- 
cates closeness of 
the stitches. A high 
gauge means clos- 
er knit threads, 
more snag resist- 
ance. Gauges 
range from 39 to 
66. 

Once you're at 
the stocking counter, you must decide 
your correct size and length. Ask the sales- 
lady to help you. Most stockings come in 
proportioned lengths, for short or long 
legs, stout or thin ones. Ill-fitting nylons 
create many problems. If the foot is too 
small, it will develop holes at the toe; if 
too large, it will have ugly wrinkles around 
the foot and ankle. Short stockings are 
needlessly strained and more likely to de- 
velop runs. If you buy them too long, you 
will have to garter them below the welt 
(made, for protection, of double-thick 
fabric) and you know how many runs that 
means! 

You will get more for your money by 
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Fi GIRL knows the agony that goes 





buying more than one pair of a color, for 
when one stocking goes you can team up 
the remaining one with the matching pair. 
Keep in mind, as you select your favorite 
shade, that the color of a sheer stocking 
will be somewhat altered by your own skin 
tone. When you're sunburned, all your ny- 
lons will seem darker. 

Wash your nylons before the first wear- 
ing: they'll fit much better. Arid that word 
“wash” holds much of the secret of longer 
life for nylons. Wash them after every 
wearing with lukewarm water—never hot 
—and mild soap. Don’t rub. The dirt will 
come out if you just squeeze them gently, 
or shake them up well in a jar half filled 
with warm soapsuds. Rinse thoroughly 
and hang them on a rod, or, if your towel 
rack is not smooth, over a towel, away 
from radiators. If you want them to dry 
extra fast, roll 
them in a towel 
before hanging 
them up. Before 
you put them on, 
take a good look 
at your fingernails. 
Just one broken 
fingernail (or toe- 
nail, for that mat- 
ter) and you can 
wave good-by to 
your new nylons. 
Worn shoe linings 
have the same ef- 
fect and so do cal- 
louses on your 
heels. 

Take care in 
putting your ny- 
lons on. Roll the 
stocking leg down, 
gather it between 
your thumb and 
forefinger, then 
slip it over the toe 
and heel, and roll 
it carefully up 
your leg, making sure that the seam is 
straight. Fasten your garter in the welt, if 
possible, while sitting down, to allow for 
freer knee action. 

Incidentally, if you should happen to 
get a snag or a hole in the foot or welt of 
the stocking, where it doesn’t show, darn 


Cleanliness Bureau photo 


it at once, before it becomes a run. Protect. 


your nylons from snags by keeping them 
in a hosiery case or any smooth box. 
After a week of watching over your 
stockings the way they deserve, you'll find 
it becomes routine. Your nylons will more 
than repay you for the extra time you 
spend on them by improved appearance 
and longer wear. THE END 








Dear Good-Groomiag 
Editor ... 


(Continued from page 22) 


letting your knees bend. Your knees need to 
bend so that all your movements have balance 
as your muscles contract. To work then—make 
your tub gleam! 

And yes, certainly try a girdle. First see how 
you feel and look in one. Since it is your first, 
invest in a light garment or a two-way stretch, 
and above all make sure it fits. One that is 
too tight will make your bulge even bulgier. 
One that is too loose won’t do anything except 
add a layer. Take your time when buying and 
let an experienced saleswoman help you. 


Am I! too young to wear lipstick? What age is 
the right age to begin? | am twelve and a half 
years old and am five feet tall. If so, what color 
shall | use? 


Sorry, but we cannot make this decision for 
you! There is no rule which says, “Now, 
young lady, you are come of age. You may 
wear lipstick!” 

How to decide? Well, presuming you want 
to start using it for party occasions, and your 
parents do not disapprove, you have to con- 
sider: One—are other girls of your age in your 
community using it? Two—and this is the key 
question—do you feel it really does improve 
your looks? If the answers are “yes” —go ahead! 

Incidentally, this magazine conducted a 
poll with a group of teen-age girls. The 
topic was good grooming. One question asked 
was: “At what age did you begin using lip- 
stick?” It was found that ninety per cent of 
the girls had started using it for dress-up 
at twelve or thirteen years of age. About 
sixty-five per cent of the girls said they began 
using it regularly at fourteen. 

When you buy, select light or true reds. 
The warm shades can do a mint for young 
complexions. Look—if you like—but pass over 
the purply or fuchsia tones! They’re definitely 
not your speed. 

When applying your lipstick, try to follow 
the natural curves of your lips. Don’t plaster 
it on. Keep your touch light and never, never 
extend it into the corners of your mouth, be- 
cause youll get a smear effect shortly 
afterward. 


I would like to have some advice on what to do 
about the blackheads that are on my face. As if 
that were not enough, | have a very oily skin 
which looks awful. | really don’t know what to do, 
and I’m hoping you can come to the aid of a 
would-be “well-groomed” American girl. 


The fact that your skin is oily and you also 
have a blackhead condition is not just a 
coincidence. Blackheads come about when 
the oily or sebaceous glands of your skin pro- 
duce an excess of oil, and there is too much 
to escape in a normal way from the skin’s 
surfaces. This oil excess that cannot escape 
stays, clogging the pores. 

Each blackhead is a plug of hardened oil 
which joins any stray dirt and forms its own 
little “delta” in the opening of one of the hair 
follicles on your face. 

This is the “how” and “what” of the matter. 
It is worth understanding, for only then can 
you work to correct this condition. 

The answer to both oily skin and black- 
heads is the same—scrupulous cleansing. In- 
side and out! Inner cleanliness can be attain 
through a composite of balanced meals, 
plenty of drinking water, a daily elimination, 
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NURSES endorse BEAUTY EDITORS 
Clearasil effective in Clearasil in nation- of leading magazines and 
clinical tests wide usage fests 


newspapers hail Clearasil 


...and millions of girls everywhere know there is only one Clearasil! 


New Scientific C@ea -hetled Medication 


STARVES PIMPLES 


Skin specialists tests prove 
9 out of 10 cases cleared up 


or definitely improved 






















SKIN-COLORED... 


hides pimples while it works 


CLEARASIL is the new-type medica- 
tion especially for pimples and acne 
that everyone is talking about! 


Amazing starving action ...CLEAR- 
ASIL actually starves pimples be- 
cause it helps remove the oils that 
pimples ‘‘feed’’ on. And CLEARASIL’S 
antiseptic action stops the growth 
of bacteria that can cause and 
spread pimples. 





Instant relief from embarrassment. 
CLEARASIL is skin-colored to hide 


pimples while it helps dry them up. = ae 
Ends embarrassment instantly. Only Clearasil Offers 


Easy, pleasant to use...CLEARASIL CLINICAL PROOF 


Is a soft, greaseless cream medica- = 

tion . _ easily and quickly applied of effectiveness 
from a single handy tube. Grease- ee ' : 
less, stainless, pleasant to use. Can!" clinical tests by leading skin 
be left. on day and night for un- Specialists on 202 patients, 9 


in out of every 10 cases were 
GEES OREN. cleared up or definitely im- 


Already America’s largest-selling proved while using CLEARASIL. 
specific pimple medication, because And when 3002 nurses tested 
it has helped so many boys, girls CLEARASIL, 91 out of every 100 
and adults. CLEARASIL is guaranteed reporting said they preferred it 
to work for you as it did in doctors’ to any other medication for 
and nurses’ tests or your money pimples. CLEARASIL must work 
back. Only 59¢ and 98¢ at all drug- for you as it did in these doc- 
gists. Get CLEARASIL today. (Avail- tors’ and nurses’ tests or money 
able in Canada—slightly more.) back. Get CLEARASIL today. 


Don't fool with blemishes... 
use Clinically-Tested Clearasil 
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tke a fashion tip 
from a telephone teen 


Pat dabs a bit of cologne over her pincurls—it helps her 

hair dry faster and leaves a sweet fragrance. Like all smart girls, 
she knows good grooming is important in her job. 

Pat’s a service representative and talks to telephone customers 
in the business office. She started as a clerk when she 

finished school. Her pleasant voice and cheerful manner have 
helped her advance, and her pay check has kept growing, too. 


Take a tip from Pat—with many different jobs at the 


telephone company, there may be one waiting for you! 







BELL TELEPHONE SYSTEM 
a good place to work 
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silver-plated flute 
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a minimum eight-hour sleep regularly, lots of 
exercise and fresh air. Steer clear of fried 
foods and rich desserts and make a beeline 
for fruits, vegetables, and milk. 

Now for the outside—the part that shows, 
Frequent quick washings with water and 
tincture of green soap should be on the daily 
agenda. Pat dry with fresh turkish towel, and 
keep an eye on that washcloth or complexion 
brush —it should gleam clean. And why? 
Because even a slightly soiled cloth or brush 
will return to the skin the germs that have 
been cleaned off. Afterward, sponge the 
cleansed skin with an astringent lotion, 
Never pick or squeeze blackheads! Take a 
holiday from powder and all make-up. Let 
your skin pores breathe—watch the difference 
in a few weeks. 

For stubborn cases, a weekly treatment 
with one of the cleansing meals or grains on 
the market can be helpful. First give your 
face a soap-and-water washing. Next hold 
your face over a pan of very hot water for a 
few minutes so that the rising steam opens 
your pores. Now, having already mixed meal 
or grains with water to form a paste, massage 
or apply as directed. 

One thing is certain. Blackheads cannot 
thrive in a clean skin. Stop them before they 
form. THE END 





Teen-Ager... 
Australian Style 
(Continued from page 17) 


arrival Brenda shows you up to the bedroom 
she shares with Joan, where a third bed has 
been placed for you. That night you all lie in 
bed chattering, until finally Joan says, “We'd 
better go to sleep! Mum wakes us at seven 
fifteen!” 

In the morning there’s a scurry to dress and 
get to the breakfast table. The sisters let you 
go first to the shower—then, as Mum calls 
from downstairs that she and Dad are wait- 
ing, Brenda does a quick tidying of the room. 
You all race down to a substantial breakfast 
of cereal, stewed fruit, toast, and marmalade. 
Promptly at 8:20 Dad toots his car horn, and 
Joan hurries out to join him for a trip into the 
city, eight miles away, where she recently got 
her first job as a stenographer with the Na- 
tional Fitness Council, for £7.10, dr about 
$18 a week. 

A few minutes later you and Brenda mount 
bicycles and are off to the Methodist Ladies’ 
College, where Brenda is in her second year. 
It’s a private secondary school for girls. 





The AMERICAN GIRL Index 
for 1953 


The American Girl Index for the past 
year has been printed separately, and 
copies are now available. The index 
is classified under the program fields 
of Girl Scouting. 

If you would like to have a copy, 
please address your request to The 
American Girl, Index Dept. 155 East 
44th Street, New York 17, New York, 
and enclose a large (942 x 4%” or 
larger) stamped and self-addressed en- 
velope. 
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“The public high schools are coed,” Brenda 
explains as you cycle along. “But many fami- 
lies like ours prefer the private schools. Of 
course we see plenty of the boys in our spare 
time—week ends and during the term holi- 
days. We have a fortnight twice a year, and 
nine weeks during the hot weather, at Christ- 
mastime. Often we go to a guesthouse at 
Mount Dandenong, twenty-four miles from 
here. The gullies are so beautiful, lined with 
ferns! Some mornings we get up before dawn 
and go trailing the lyrebird in the bush. If 
you catch up with him at dawn, you'll see him 
performing his ceremonial dawn-dance with 
his mate.” 

“Td love to see it,” you say, and add: “How 
about real dances? Do you ever have any?” 

“Oh, yes! We're going to have a hop next 
Saturday night. It’s quite informal, and you'll 
meet some nice boys.” 

As you talk you’ve been cycling along, and 
now you ve arrived at the Ladies’ College. You 
note that all the girls are wearing the school 
uniform, a formal gray tunic with gray felt 
hat, gray lisle stockings, black low shoes, and 
gray cotton gloves. Most of them seem to have 
a touch of lipstick, and one or two have on 
nail polish—but in general the use of cosmetics 
is very discreet. 

That day you accompany Brenda to her 
classes in English, French, math, science, 
geography, and history. “I’m taking the aca- 
demic course,” she explains, “but in my fourth 
year I think I'll work for a business diploma, 
as Joan did.” 

School in Australia, you decide, is not too 
much different from school in the States, 
though less exciting, perhaps due to the ab- 
sence of the boys. But even that is not too bad. 
Brenda is taking part next week in a school 
play, and she confides that she’s arranged for 
a double date that night for you and herself, 
with two boys from their neighborhood. It’s 
to be her first real “date”—and Mr. Fereday 
teases about it that night at home. 

Brenda is finishing a new frock to wear to 
Saturday’s hop. This evening you pitch in and 
help her, while Mrs. Fereday runs up the 
seams on the sewing machine. “We girls all 








make our own clothes,” Brenda tells you. 
“Most Australian girls only buy a ready-made 
once in two or three years; something tailored 
like a suit or a coat. And we knit our own 
sweaters.” 

You've already learned something about 
the wardrobe of your Australian girl friends. 
Each of the girls has a raincoat—the winter 
just beginning will be raw and rainy, they 
say. Each has two wool topcoats, two tailored 
suits (one in navy) and a swinging box coat. 
Brenda’s second suit is a green check, and her 
box coat is fawn. She has dozens of blouses, 
two pairs of slacks, jeans, jodhpurs, and of 
course, her school uniform. There are summer 
frocks in the wardrobe upstairs—shantungs, 
cottons, rayons, and silks—besides shorts and 
sun frocks with bolero tops. And in the bureau 
drawers you've spied a nice variety of acces- 
sories, mostly handmade. 

The dress for the hop—a pale-blue cotton— 
turns out beautifully. And so does the hop it- 
self! It’s really a barn dance, on an unpolished 
floor, with a four-piece band: piano, trumpet, 
alto sax, and drums. Some of the girls are in 
party frocks, others in slacks or jeans, and 
they dance everything: jig, quickstep, swing, 
samba, fox trot, old-fashioned square dances. 
The girls have brought along sandwiches, 
cakes, and savories, and they make coffee for 
the crowd in a big urn at suppertime. 

One night at dinner—a meal of meat, three 
vegetables, ice cream and tea—you ask your 
new friends the sixty-four dollar question. 
“Don’t you two ever squabble? I do some- 
times, with my big sister at home.” 

Joan and Brenda are both thoughtful over 
that one. “No, I think we seldom do,” Joan 
says. And Mrs. Fereday adds, “They’re never 
rivals!” 

Mr. Fereday is smiling. “Oh, sometimes, 
perhaps, Mum,” he says. “But Australians 
have all learned to be co-operative. In our 
new country, we've had to be.” 

Long after you leave Australia, you think 
about that. In memory, the friendliness of 
the Australians you met remains as the qual- 
ity which characterizes them above all else. 

THE END 
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by ALEX LISCH 


ERE’S A NOVELTY to puzzle your 
friends! A vegetable garden in a 
bowl. Use it as a table centerpiece, 

and have everyone guessing what the 
plants are. 

Start with small rough stones or soft-coal 
clinkers used as in regular dish gardening, 
cementing them together to form retaining 
walls for the soil pockets on each side of a 
tiny “stream.” Sow parsley seeds generously 
on the earth; there is no need to place them 
below the surface. To provide the tree-like 
foliage, prepare carrot shoots in advance and 
set them into the soil. The green shoots, with 
about an inch of the carrot itself left on them, 
should be set in a dish of shallow water until 
greens sprout, then placed in the soil of the 
dish garden near the edges of the bowl. 

The little log cabin and bridge are made of 
cut matchsticks glued together. Coarse sand 
or bird gravel forms a bed for the brook. 
Water the garden regularly, but not too much 
at a time. THE END 





(05 your lite! 





Be the first in your crowd to get this 
book that teen-agers are going for— 
a private book in which you can write 
down the things you wouldn't tell even 





your best friend; a k to keep your 
most important memories; where you 
can list your private hopes and ambi- 
tions; what you do with your money; 
how you rate your friends, movie stars, 
| radio and television programs; what 
| happened on that big date; paste your 
| precious personal photographs 
My Private Life also contains 
tips on how to be prettier, 
healthier, and how to make 
a hit with people. $2.95 
at your bookstore. Or 
use handy coupon. 

If you order now, 
book will come in an 
attractive box in which 
to keep your personal 
letters.* 
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LANTERN PRESS, INC. Dept. AG-7 
257 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y., 

Rush my copy of MY PRIVATE LIFE. If I 
am not satisfied, I may return book within 
10 days for full refund. *(1 understand that 
I may keep box for my personal letters even 
if I return book.) 

0 Enclosed is check or M. O. for $2.95. You 
pay postage. () Send C.O.D. [ will pay $2.95 
plus postage. (Same refund guarantee.) 
Name ... bates W 
Address 
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Protect the Loveliness of 
Your Hands With BITE-X 


Don’t let ugly, chewed up 
nails embarrass you. . . make 
you self-conscious . . . spoil 
your chance for romance and 
happiness! Now it’s so easy 
to break yourself of this vi- 
cious habit. Just apply 
BITE-X to the tips of your 
fingers. 


EASY! SAFE! 
INEXPENSIVE 


liquid BITE-X 
instantly forms an adhesive, 
transparent and very bitter 
coating. One taste and you'll 
shrink from biting your nails 
again. How proud you'll be 
of nails that look lovely .. . 
hands that win kisses. Send 
for a bottle of BITE-X to- 
day. 




















Before—Nobody loves a nail- 
biter! Breaking this offensive 
habit may make a world of 


Harmless, 


difference to you in business 
or socially. 


MONEY BACK 
GUARANTEE 


The first bottle must break 
the habit or your money will 
be cheerfully refunded. You 
have everything to gain and 
nothing to lose. Send only 
$l—we pay postage. 





After 
now from unsightly nails. 
Young people all over the 
country report amazing suc- BITE-X 


No embarrassment 
Dept. MG-5 
N.Y¥.C. 22 
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IT ALL BEGAN WITH DOLLS for the Girl 
Scouts of Troop 64 of Des Plaines, Illi- 
nois, in the Northwest Cook County Council. 
After the troop had made and dressed dolls 
for window displays in Guide and Scout uni- 
forms of seventeen different countries, the 
girls were so interested in Scouting in other 
lands that they decided to become an Inter- 
national Friendship troop. Eventually they 
were linked with the 4th St. Lambert Com- 
pany of Canada. 

For the Canadian Guides of the 4th St. 
Lambert Company, it began at a Thinking 
Day candlelight service. When they decided 
to ask for an International Friendship link 
they had no idea that away of in Illinois 
Troop 64 had asked to be linked with a 
Canadian troop. 

The exchange of letters started. At first each 
troop wrote a kind of round-robin letter, with 
each girl contributing something of interest. 
The leaders wrote regularly to one another, 
and soon the girls, too, were writing indi- 
vidual letters. They told one another of their 
personal and troop plans and activities; ex- 
changed ideas on everything from fashions to 
campfire programs. 

When a joint camp was planned, both 
troops worked to earn the needed funds. The 
Canadian girls sold home-cooked food and 
cookbooks. With the help of their mothers 
they made marmalade which they sold. As 
they earned the camp funds in this way, many 
of them also earned their Homemaker badges. 
The Des Plaines Scouts held bake sales; did 
baby sitting; edited and sold a mimeographed 
Girl Scout newspaper. 

That summer nine girls of Troop 64 and 
their leaders were guests of the St. Lambert 
company for eight days at the Canadian 
Guides’ camp in the Laurentian Mountains. 
En route to the camp, the Girl Scouts spent 
two exciting days in Montreal and St. Lam- 
bert, where they were guests overnight at the 
homes of their hostesses. 

The eight days at Camp Wa-thik-ane were 
adventurous and happy. The girls hiked, 
swam, went on overnight trips and boat trips, 
had great fun putting on skits at the evening 
campfires. At the last campfire plans were 
made for a return visit by the Canadian girls 
the following summer. 

The girls corresponded regularly through 
the winter, and both troops worked hard rais- 
ing funds for their camp project. In addition to 
the food sales and baby sitting the Canadian 
Guides made and sold different handicraft 
items—and in doing so, earned their Handi- 
craft certificates. The Illinois Scouts added a 
new and interesting activity to their regular 
fund-raising projects when they planted and 
sold herbs. 

Last August, twenty Guides of the St. Lam- 
bert company and their leaders arrived in 
Chicago and were met by the Des Plaines 
troop. The Canadian girls were very smart 
and attractive in their navy-blue uniforms and 
berets, with scarlet ties, white lanyards, black- 
and-white saddle shoes. With the Girl Scouts 
equally smart in their trim green uniforms and 
Senior hats, the two groups made a colorful 
picture. 

Three days were spent showing the Guides 
the sights of Des Plaines, Chicago, and places 
of interest nearby. Then they all set out for 
the Girl Scout camp at Hickory Hill near 
Edgerton, Wisconsin, about a hundred miles 
from Des Plaines. Here for the next nine days 
Guides and Scouts lived together and had a 
wonderful time. They cooked all their meals 
out of doors—in beanholes and reflector ovens; 
on grills and in aluminum foil. They hiked 
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In authentic Indian 
dress, Boy and Girl 
Scouts of Spring- 
field, Missouri, per- 


.form an Indian dance 


Headline News in Girl Scouting 


Brownies of Troop 27 
in Westfield, Massa- 
chusetts, made this 
afghan for patients 
in a local hospital 











ver the Map 





















Robinson News photo 







MAY, 1954 






























and swam and did handicrafts together, and 
the days flew by all too quickly. 

During their stay at camp they went on a 
trip to the beautiful Wisconsin Dells, about 
ninety miles away. They took the three-hour 
boat tour of the Dells, and spent the night 
out of doors in their sleeping bags in the 
Rocky Arbor State Park. 

A final campfire at Hickory Hill, an ex- 
change of friendship tokens and promises, and 
another wonderful experience was over. The 
Guide who wrote the story of their visit 
summed it up by saying: “It was something 
we will never forget. We learned their ways, 
and they learned ours. We taught the Girl 
Scouts some of our songs and they in turn 
learned many of ours. You know, it is a 
wonderful feeling to be a thousand miles 
away from home and still find girls who know 
your favorite songs.” 


TO MAKE AN AFGHAN you need yarn, 
ae and plenty of it. When the Brownies of 
Troop 27 of Westfield, Massachusetts, in the 
Tekoa Council, decided at an early fall meet- 
ing to make an afghan, their first problem was 





how to get the yarn. The Brownies gave the 
matter serious thought. Many suggestions 
were offered and discarded. Then they hit 
upon the idea of using Halloween to help their 
project. Instead of the usual “Trick or Treat!” 
they would ask for yarn for their afghan. 

It was a real inspiration. In addition to the 
yarn collect from the homes of friends they 
visited, donations came from local stores and 
the troop had all the material it needed. 

Working together under the direction of 
their leader, the girls first sorted the yarn ac- 
cording to weight. Then, at troop meetings 
and at home, the Brownies made the squares 
on “weave-it” looms. The squares were put 
together in a colorful, attractive design by the 
troop mothers, and the completed afghan was 
cleaned without charge by a local cleaner. 

It was a proud and pleased Troop 27 that 
presented the afghan to the patients of the 
Westfield State Sanatorium—proud of their 
own skill and handiwork; pleased with the 
community interest and help which had made 
their gift possible. 


6) NEWSPAPER PLANTS, large and small, 
are fascinating places, especially to Girl 
Scouts working on the Journalist badge. One 
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of the most interesting activities of Troop 1 
of Mark, Illinois, was a trip to the neighboring 
town of La Salle, where they visited the plant 
of the local paper and learned about a news- 
paper's behind-the-scenes operation. 

Starting with the editorial office, the girls 
were taken on a guided tour of the plant. 
They learned how news is gathered and pre- 
pared for the paper. They watched the print- 
ers at work in the composing room; were 
shown how the page layouts are planned 
and put together; saw the sheets of the fin- 
ished edition run off the big press. The girls 
also visited the local radio station in La Salle, 
and were interviewed on one of the programs. 

Troop 1 is hoping to go to camp this sum- 
mer, and the girls are earning the money they 
will need through cooky and bake sales and 
other activities. Some of the proceeds of one 
project, however, they gave to the March of 
Dimes, to help less fortunate children. 


oe FOR SEVERAL YEARS a group of Boy 
Scouts in Springfield, Missouri, has 
been studying authentic American Indian 
dances and costumes and has given annual 


Scouts of Troop 1, 
Mark, Illinois, find a 
newspaper compos- 
ing room a fascinat- 
ing place to visit 


programs featuring Indian dances in costume. 
Last year the boys invited junior-high Girl 
Scouts to join them in the dance programs, 
taking the squaw parts. 

As a preliminary step in making their cos- 
tumes, the girls did much study and research, 
and the boys shared with them their infor- 
mation on authentic Indian dress. Then, with 
the help of their mothers, the girls planned a 
basic costume and made their dresses. Bead- 
work and other decorations are added as the 
girls learn more about the dress worn by In- 
dian women. At rehearsals it is interesting to 
see the new touches they have added to their 
costumes. 

Making the dresses was only a beginning. 
Hours of patient practicing were necessary 
before the girls “got the feel” of the dances 
and became proficient enough to satisfy the 
boys. The boys, too, practice regularly, per- 
fecting old dances and learning new ones. 

Patience and hard work are well rewarded 
by the enthusiasm of the audiences when 
the Scouts give performances for groups in 
Springfield and neighboring towns. One of 
their most interesting experiences was a trip 
to Eureka Springs, Arkansas, in the heart of 
the picturesque Ozarks, where the group ap- 








peared at the National Folk-Lore Festival. 

There are ten girls in the performing group, 
but more attend the regular practice sessions. 
This insures that there will always be enough 
trained dancers available. Needless to say, the 
number of “squaws” is never low! 


THE GREATER NEW YORK COUNCIL of 

Girl Scouts began its celebration of Girl 
Scout Week with a rally in the Seventh Regi- 
ment Armory in Manhattan. The 49,000 New 
York Girl Scouts were represented by a girl 
from each of the 2,000 troops in the five bor- 
oughs which comprise Greater New York 
membership. 

An impressive flag ceremony opened the 
rally, with girls carrying the flags of the 
thirty-two nations which are members of the 
World Association of Girl Guides and Girl 
Scouts. A feature of the afternoon was an 
International Salmagundi, in which several 
hundred Scouts took part. Four separate units 
participated simultaneously in group games, 
songs, dramatics, and demonstrations of camp- 
ing skills. The groups rotated, so that all the 
girls had an opportunity to share in each 
activity. 

At the headquarters of the Greater New 
York Council on March 12, representatives of 
the New York City Boy Scouts wished the 
Girl Scouts a “Happy Birthday” with a huge 
birthday card, measuring three feet by two 
feet, showing hands of Boy and Girls Scouts 
joined in a Scout handclasp. They also gave 
the Girl Scouts a big cake with forty-three 
candles—one for each Girl Scout year, and one 
to grow on. 


TROOP 69 OF CARUTHERSVILLE, Mis- 

souri, in the Cotton Boll Council, 
wanted to include a Hospital Aide program 
among its major activities. The girls were not 
quite old enough to qualify, however, so they 
decided to find out if there were any prepara- 
tory work they could do. Their problem was 
taken to the head nurse at the County Hos- 
pital and after talking it over with them, she 
planned a pre-Hospital Aide training course 
for eleven members of the troop. 

These girls met for six Saturday-morning 
sessions of three hours each. They rolled 
bandages; packaged dressings and pads; 
packed hospital kits containing soap, rubbing 
alcohol, powder and oil; learned the tech- 
niques of hospital bedmaking. 

The closing session included a tour of the 
entire hospital, so that the girls could see the 
duties they would take on when they were old 
enough to be regular Hospital Aides. THE END 





ATTENTION PLEASE! 

Girl Scouts make the news in this depart- 
ment. It is for you—about you—by you. Your 
good times, your community service; your 
outdoor, homemaking, international friend- 
ship and other activities are all of interest 
to Girl Scouts and Girl Guides everywhere. 

Why not tell others in “All Over the Map” 
what your Girl Scout group is doing? Send 
pictures, too, if you have them. These should 
be clear black-and-white prints in good 
focus, 4” x 5” or larger, which show Girl 
Scouts engaged in some interesting activity. 

When photographing girls in uniform take 
a minute, before the shutter clicks, to make 
sure they are wearing it well: that ties are 
correctly tied; waistlines trim; hems even; 
hose and shoes neat. When Seniors are in 
a picture, have in mind that when Seniors 
have earned the SSS emblem, this should 
replace badge h The bi and 
sashes are not worn together. 
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In every State children of migrants 
toil beside their parents in the 

fields, moving on from camp to camp. 
The harvest they bring in gives us 

the abundance of good things we enjoy 


ter with friends, television entertainment, ready-made clothes. 

Just hop in the car and down with Mother to the supermarket, to 
help select the eats that appeal to you most. The place is as colorful as 
an Oriental bazaar. Choose tomatoes, potatoes, beans, beets, cauli- 
flower, peas, a tender head of lettuce, avocados. Here are golden 
oranges from Florida, red apples from Oregon. Here’s the wheat of the 
Great Plains, baked and sliced, ready for butter and strawberry jam. 
You're looking at the modern miracle of food. 

The thing about miracles is, someone has to work them, even in our 
modern times. If you don’t believe that, just make the acquaintance of 
Carmita. Or you may prefer Jennie, or Rachel, or Maria. They all work 
very hard behind the scenes of your food miracle. 

Carmita is twelve, and a great traveler. Do you like travel? Carmita 
isn’t sure. She'd prefer to stay longer in one place, where she could 
make real friends. She was born in a migrant camp, somewhere along 
the road, while her parents were traveling. Her little brother Joey and 
her sister Miranda came the same way. The family spends a few winter 
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Photos by National Child Labor Committee, 
and U.S.D.A. Photographer Hunton 


The girls who travel from State 
to State helping harvest the crops 
yearn to feel that they “belong.” 


You can welcome them as your sisters! 


months near the Mexican border in Texas. But, by April, the old jalopy 
is rolling north. First stop is the asparagus harvest in Illinois—then on 
to southern Wisconsin to pick onions, carrots, and sugar beets, fol- 
lowed by those big luscious cherries in July. By mid-August the jalopy 
wheezes southward again, and eastward—toward Indiana or Ohio- 
for tomatoes. Before the long trek back to Texas is completed, there is 
likely to be a job of cotton picking in Arkansas. Even Joey and tiny 
Miranda work in the fields, so the family can earn enough to live. 
Besides, who would watch Miranda if they left her alone at the camp? 

Carmita has some very special wishes she rarely breathes to anyone. 
She wishes she had a pretty dress—red like tomatoes or yellow like ripe 
corn to set off her dark eyes and hair. And some nice shoes, so that 
when she gets to go to school for a few weeks in some town where the 
harvest is late, the other children won’t tease her for the way she looks. 
She’s smart, the teachers say—but she wishes she weren’t so far behind 
others of her age: in third grade instead of fifth or sixth! But then, 
what can she do when she’s on the move constantly, and has so little 
time for study anyhow? 


Carmita wishes she could see—not really live in, but just see 
—the inside of a house such as she has heard about, with “store-bought” 
furniture instead of soap boxes, a kitchen with refrigerator and running 
water and real dishes and knives and forks; an indoor bathroom instead 
of an outhouse. Someday, when she’s grown up, she hopes to live ina 
house like that. But even more, she hopes to have a piece of land, all 
her own, where she can plant food, tend it, and watch it grow, instead 
of just picking it when it is ripe. She would tell you the real food 
miracle is God’s, and she has respect for it. 

Right now, she has another wish, a very important one. She’s heard 
that there’s something—a sisterhood called Girl Scouts—to which all 
girls may belong who promise to do their duty to God and obey the 
Scout Laws. Carmita wants ever so much to belong. But it’s so hard to 
manage to be a Girl Scout, if you’re always on the road, moving from 
place to place, working long hours in the fields. But many Girl Scouts 
feel that we need these little sisters who harvest our food. They think 
that these migrant girls have much to share with the girl who has never 
been far from home—and she with them. 

To overcome the difficulties of migrant membership, the Girl Scout 
Organization decided to issue a traveling Girl Scout record card, which 
Carmita and others like her can use to show what they have accom- 
plished in their troop in the last migrant camp where they stayed. Or if 
Carmita moves to a camp where she isn’t lucky enough to find a troop, 
she can use her card to attend a troop meeting in town as a visitor. 

The first experiment in starting a troop for migrant girls took place 
in the San Joaquin Valley in California, near Fresno, more than a year 
ago. The “boss” of the migrant camp had broadcast that three Girl 
Scout adults would be out there one evening to talk things over with 
any girls who were interested. The visitors were scarcely prepared for 
the enthusiasm they met. Every girl in camp from seven through seven- 
teen was on hand, eager to hear all about Scouting. The boys insisted 
on hovering close by, and so did the grownups. One teen-age gitl, 
who had to take care of her baby sister, brought her along and rocked 
her gently in her arms as she joined the discussion of how to start a 
troop and keep it going in spite of the shifting population of the camp. 

All through the summer months that followed, and on into fall, that 
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“migrant” troop met once a week. As a Girl 
Scout troop it was unusual, for it had in its 
membership girls of all ages. They delighted 
in simple outdoor games and songs. They 
were anxious to meet girls from beyond the 
camp, and so they went into Fresno to the 
day camp there and had wonderful fun at 
cook-outs with Scouts from town. 


Of course, this one migrant troop 
was just a beginning. The idea is catching 
hold in many parts of the country, and spread- 
ing so fast it’s hard to keep up with it. That's 
not surprising, if you stop to think that there 
are 240,000 girls of Girl Scout age among the 
1,000,000 migrant agricultural workers in the 
United States. Nor it is astonishing that these 
girls should readily grasp the Girl Scout 
principle of service. One troop of migrant 
Girl Scouts in the Middle West heard from its 
leader about a troop of handicapped Girl 
Scouts whose leader she had met while taking 
a training course. They could hardly wait to 
set on foot a project of making little gifts for 
their sisters far away. 

Perhaps by now you have felt a tiny twinge 
of jealousy toward these girls who help work 
the miracle of your daily bread. They travel 
and see the country. Their lives are hard, but 
they are close to something real and impor- 
tant. Their labor makes it possible for others 
to live. In the fields and in camp they learn 
the self-reltance and resourcefulness that you 
have been learning in your troops. Carmita, 
for instance, washes her hair and sets it and 
keeps it lovely, though she has to go for water 
to one of the outdoor hydrants in camp. 
Though her head is aching and her arms are 
tired from long hours of picking, she has time 
for her little brother and sister, who look to 
her leadership for some childish fun. 

“Can’t I do something important, too?” 
you ask. 

Yes! It would be very important if you and 
the other girls of your troop found Carmita— 
or Jennie or Rachel or Maria—and made her 
feel she was welcome in your town whenever 
the harvest brings her there. There may be a 
migrant farm-workers’ camp nearer to you 
than you think, for there are such camps in 
every State at harvesttime. 

Ask your troop leader to help you make the 
contact. And a summer project of this sort 
may be just what you need to keep your troop 
together during the warm months. Your leader 
can get the location of the nearest migrant 
camp through the local Girl Scout Council or 
the National Council of Churches, which has 
been very active in promoting measures to im- 
prove the lot of migrant families. Go out with 
your leader and meet the girls and, if they 
haven’t yet a troop of their own, ask them 
in to share activities with yours. 

There are several great streams of agricul- 
tural migrants. They move northward each 
year, keeping a date with the crops which 
mature later as the climate grows colder. One 
such caravan moves up the Eastern seaboard 
from Florida—through Georgia, the Carolinas, 
Maryland, Pennsylvania, New Jersey, and 
New York. There are several streams that flow 
upward from Texas and Louisiana, as far 
north as Montana, North Dakota, Minnesota, 
and Michigan. From Southern California, mi- 
grant families move northward as far as Ore- 
gon and Washington, or eastward to Kansas, 
Missouri, Oklahoma. 

Some of these migrant families travel in 
their own jalopies, as Carmita’s does. Others 
are transported hundreds of miles in over- 
crowded trucks from camp to camp. 

In many places, farm and ranch owners are 
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striving to establish good housing for their 
harvestworkers. But large numbers of migrant 
camps are still just “shacktowns”—where fam- 
ilies live in tents, chicken coops, barns, and 
shelters they have managed to piece together 
out of bits of tin, wood, and cardboard. 

If one of these migrant streams passes near 
your home, and is at work in the harvest there, 
a great opportunity is yours. Your troop can 
show its friendliness. It can also help make 
the community conscious of its duty to protect 
the health and provide for the education of 
migrant children. There are two good plays 
about migrant children, and you might like 
to produce one of them. They are “The Bean 


Pickers,” and “Strangers in a Strange Land,” 
both by Lois Lenski. Either can be purchased 
for fifty cents from The National Council of 
Churches, 297 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, 
New York. 

Go traveling yourselves this summer. Travel 
doesn’t have to be across the sea, nor far from 
home. 

There are often unexplored worlds that 
lie close to us, with people in them we should 
love to know. If you should discover a girl 
your own age in a corner of that world which 
fills the counters of your supermarket, the ad- 
venture of being a sister to her could be your 
own miracle. THE END 





Cargo for Jennifer (Continued from page 19) 


look at a view! Come now, sejfiorita, tell me. 
What is so interesting on Blanquezar?” 

Navarro suspected! The thought made Jen- 
nifer dizzy. She must be careful, she realized 
desperately. “I don’t know.” She shrugged in- 
differently. “I like to look across to the sea on 
both sides of the island.” 

He eyed her unsmilingly. “I am happy you 
so much admire our island, seforita,” he 
said. Then he saluted and rode on. 

Central Lolita was in an uproar over Jenni- 
fer’s lateness. Aunt Rita fluttered and ex- 
claimed. Tio Pepe was outraged that Jennifer 
had ridden off alone against orders, and 
Dojia Lolita was angry because she had been 
worried. 

While Jennifer was dressing for dinner, she 
was troubled about Lito. Ought she to break 
his confidence and tell her grandmother? Lito 
would never forgive her. 

When Jennifer came out of the clinica the 
next morning, Toni was waiting for her, her 
face alight with animation. “We have been so 
busy I even forget that next Saturday begins 
the Carnival in Havana,” she said. “With the 
mail this morning comes the invitation from 
Beba Rojas for Saturday to watch the com- 
parsas.” She tossed two letters into Jennifer's 
lap. “From your sweethearts,” she said teas- 
ingly. “I think the Americano and the Cubano 
both wish to make the date with the Ameri- 
cana.” 

Jennifer put the letters in her pocket. 
“What is a comparsa?” 
Toni’s attention. 

“It is fun,” Toni answered. “You will see.” 

Alone in her room, Jennifer opened the let- 
ter from Steve. 


Dear Jenny: 

Long time no see and, strange as it 
may seem, I’ve missed you. My uncle is 
lending me a truck for the paseo on Sun- 
day. Lito dreamed up a swell way to do 
it up like a Dutch mill, and we want you 
girls to grace it as maids from the land 
of the tulip and wooden shoe. We've or- 
dered costumes at Los Reyes Magos, the 
big toy and costume house on Galiano 
Street, and if you can get in on Friday, 
they'll be ready for you to try on. 


Jennifer squashed the letter back in the 
envelope with an angry snort. “Sweetheart! 
Date!” she exclaimed bitterly. Steve sounded 
as much like a sweetheart as—as—the pro- 
fessor he was always pretending to be! Lump- 
ing her as one of the girls! With angry tears 
stinging her eyes, she opened the letter from 
Lito. 


Prima mia: 

Each day without you Havana is more 
empty and more dull than the day before. 
Like the nifiito waiting for his cumple- 
anos, I count the hours until the Carnival 


she asked to divert 


parties bring you back. Will you permit 
that I be your escort and make me the 
most happy man in all the island? 
Ever your devoted, 
Lito 


Swiftly Jennifer crossed to her desk and 
dashed off a note to Lito, telling him she 
would love to be his date. “I hope that fixes 
him,” she said enigmatically, as she grimly 
sealed the envelope. “If he prefers to take 
Antonia, let him.” 

Jennifer was delighted to go to Havana for 
the week end. Late Saturday afternoon, when 
she, Toni, and Rita Calderén finished their 
final fittings at Los Reyes Magos, where the 
girls had enthusiastically approved their Dutch 
costumes, a holiday spirit was already begin- 
ning to pervade the city. A grandstand had 
been erected in front of the capitol, and tables 
and chairs filled the sidewalks in front of the 
cafés on the Prado. 

Jennifer did not see Lito until he came after 
dinner with Panchito, who was calling for 
Antonia. 

He managed to whisper, “Your letter made 
me the happiest man in Havana, Jennifer. I 
am very proud to escort mi linda Americanita 
to her first carnival.” His ardent enthusiasm 
seemed to make so much of her acceptance of 
a simple date that Jennifer would have re- 
gretted her impulsive action if she had not 
been so eager to talk to him about her discov- 
eries and suspicions. 

The four of them drove off to the Prado in 
Panchito’s convertible. In front of the Café 
Dorado they found Dr. and Mrs. Rojas, with 
Beba and her escort, a tall, thin, bespectacled 
Dr. Sanchez, waiting for them. They were 
already seated at a long table close to the curb. 

The shiny leaves of the laurels danced in 
the constant breeze which held a caressing 
quality indescribably delightful. Jennifer, 
seated between Dr. Rojas and Lito, sighed 
with pleasure. “Havana nights are the love- 
liest in the world,” she told the doctor. His 
round face beamed. They continued to talk 
of Cuba. 

I do not wish to be jealous of the good 
doctor,” Lito’s low voice at her other side cut 
in, “but I have waited long for this night. 
Do I not deserve a little—” 

He was interrupted by the arrival of the 
rest of the party with Steve in their midst. 
Jennifer felt her heartbeats quicken. Under 
cover of the momentary confusion of greet- 
ings, Steve murmured to her, “So, my isola- 
tionist turned me down for a Cuban beau,” 
and slid into the seat on Antonia’s left. 

Presently the faint sound of distant music 
grew louder and, led by its rumba band, the 
first comparsa snaked its way down the Prado. 
The Negro groups, who competed for the 
prizes, came from all parts of the island. This 
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group was dressed as Oriental potentates. 
Jennifer was amazed at the gorgeous cos- 
tumes. Satins gleamed, paste jewels on gowns 
and headdresses winked in the bright light. 
At frequent intervals, tall men followed the 
pattern of the dance with beautiful lanterns 
which they swirled and dipped in time with 
the music. The Cubans called the lanterns 
farolas, and Jennifer had never seen anything 
like them. Held aloft on long poles, they were 
elaborately designed to carry out the motif of 
the comparsa and glowed with gilt, colored 
glass, and paste jewels. 

Naturally, the Calderéns were especially 
interested in the comparsas from Pinar del 
Rio where their sugar mill was situated. Sev- 
eral of these dancers hailed Lito, laughing 
and exchanging jokes and pleasantries. 

Jennifer, talking to Dr. Rojas, heard some- 
one greet Lito in low tones and looked around 
to see a young man apparently stumble in 
front of her cousin’s place at the curb table. 
The gilded farola he carried dipped low over 
Lito’s shoulder, and Jennifer clearly saw a 
folded paper fall into her cousin’s lap. With a 
quick motion Lito stuffed the paper into his 
pocket, as he turned casually to Beba and 
began to talk to her about her Scout activities. 

Jennifer was sure no one else had noticed 
the incident. Why did I have to turn around? 
she asked herself in exasperation. Now that 
she knew a dancer from Pinar del Rio had 
secretly passed Lito a note, she felt a new 
urgency in the responsibility that had worried 
her since her discovery of the cave and her 
meeting with Navarro on Blanquezar. 

“For your thoughts, Jenny.” Steve leaned 
across the table, a penny on his outstretched 
hand. “Why so serious? Don’t you like the 
party?” 

Jennifer picked up the penny and dropped 
it into her purse. 

“My penny thoughts are saying that I will 
always remember this beautiful evening.” 

Steve fished in his pocket for another coin. 
“Will your peseta thoughts include me in 
these unforgettable memories?” 

Jennifer shook her head, motioning his hand 
away. “My peseta thoughts are not for sale.” 

“If you young people have had enough of 
this—” Mrs. Rojas was rising. 

Jennifer handed her small evening purse 
to Lito. “Would you mind holding this for 
me?” she asked him, as she began to wind a 
filmy aqua scarf over her curls. “Perhaps you 
could stick it in your pocket until we get 
home.” 


At Casa Calderén, as Lito handed 
her the purse, she managed to whisper briefly 
of her discovery of the cave, to warn him again 
about Captain Navarro, and to urge him to be 
careful. But she had no opportunity to secure 
his promise to stay away from Blanquezar. 

She went to her room, dropped her purse 
on her dressing table, and stood for a long 
time gazing unseeingly at her reflection in the 
mirror. She couldn’t be sure whether in his 
angry frustration Lito had taken up with a 
group of students who honestly thought they 
were acting in the best interests of their coun- 
try, or whether he was really being duped 
by Communist propaganda into believing that 
they héld the cure to the ills which troubled 
his beloved island. Mechanically she un- 
wound the chiffon scarf and put it away in 
its box. Then she reached for her evening 
purse which she kept in the same box. A 
folded paper was stuck under the flap, the 
same paper, she was sure, which she had seen 
fall into Lito’s lap. Without compunction, she 
opened it and read: 

“Blanquezar after the fiesta.” 
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Next morning Jennifer learned that Lito 
had left for a field trip with his zoology class, 
She returned to Central Lolita troubled by 
the knowledge that she shared the secret of 
his rendezvous on Blanquezar. 

The day before the fiesta, Steve telephoned 
Antonia to say that he would arrive that eve- 
ning with Beba Rojas and her father, who had 
finally been persuaded to accept Dojia Lolita’s 
invitation to the festivities. Here, Jennifer 
thought, was the answer to her dilemma. She 
would tell the calm little doctor all her sus- 
picions and ask his advice. 

At dinner, Jennifer found herself between 
Lito and Steve, with Toni on Steve's right 
and Beba on the other side of Lito. Steve and 
Lito, half-jokingly, half-seriously, began to 
compete for Jennifer’s attention. Feeling again 
that heady, beile-of-the ball sensation, she 
momentarily forgot her worries. She ncticed, 
however, that Steve was paying almost as 
much attention to Toni, and that Lito and 
Beba, with their common interests, had much 
to discuss. 

Beba would be wonderful for Lito, Jennifer 
thought. She was ashamed of herself for the 
jealous pang that the idea aroused. What kind 
of dog-in-the-manger creature was she? If 
Steve was the one she wanted, why should 
she begrudge Lito to Beba? 

After dinner, the young people danced. 
Jennifer saw Wong whisper to Lito and her 
cousin immediately excused himself, saying 
he had been called to Las Piedras. She 
was sure that this sudden errand had some- 
thing to do with the secret business in which 
he was involved. The whole affair was a 
nightmare. As in a bad dream, Lito seemed 
always to be just out of her reach. 

The guests began to beg Toni to sing. Her 
voice was lovely, her rhythm flawless; her slim 
beauty and native grace added to the effec- 
tiveness of her performance. Jennifer was 
amazed at her almost professional skill. 


S me time later, Jennifer had been 
dancing almost a whole record with Steve 
when he said, “Time out to cool off,” and led 
her out on the veranda. “Besides, I want to 
talk to you, Jenny,” he added. Alone at last 
with Steve after many weeks, Jennifer was 
flustered. A little nervously, she began to talk 
about Toni. “She sings beautifully, doesn’t 
she? Better than many professionals.” 

“Sure,” Steve agreed. “If it hadn’t been for 
your grandmother, she might be a profes- 
sional at this moment. Have you ever heard 
of the Don Carlos Marimba Band? They 
wanted Toni to tour the States with them as 
girl soloist, but of course Dofia Lolita put her 
foot down. Thwarted careers have brought 
Lito and Toni very close.” 

“We-e-e-ll,” Jennifer dragged the word out 
on a long breath, “that explains several puz- 
zling things. I know how she must feel. I wish 
I could do something to help her.” 

“Toni’s very beautiful,” Steve said, “and 
she has a good voice, but she'll never make 
the Met. And I imagine that’s the least your 
grandmother ‘would settle for.” 

“T think she ought to have a chance, at 
least, to see what she can do,” Jennifer argued. 
“Otherwise, she'll always have a thwarted, 
might-have-been feeling, and never be really 
happy.” 

Steve shrugged. “Well, I think she’s nuts to 
pass up a guy like Panchito.” 

Jennifer felt relief flood over her. Perhaps 
Steve’s interest in her beautiful cousin was 
only a friendly one after all. Her heartbeats 
quickened as he said, “But enough of Toni. 
I want to talk about you. What’s been the 
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matter, Jenny, these past few weeks? You've 
been preoccupied and indifferent.” 

“I've been preoccupied!” Jennifer echoed. 
“You re the one who’s been so tied up with 
your Havana friends that you haven’t had 
time to call me or even to write and ask if 
you could be my escort at Beba’s party, as 
Lito did.” 

Steve dismissed that with a quick, “Non- 
sense,” and went on. “Let me have it straight, 
Jenny. Don’t you care for me any more, or are 
you falling in love with the handsome Lito?” 
' “Oh, Steve,” Jennifer murmured, laughing. 
“I am fond of Lito—as a cousin or a brother.” 
She sobered instantly. “Lito’s in trouble, Steve. 
Serious trouble!” 

She told him the whole story of her talks 
with Lito, her discovery on the mountain, the 
note she had found. 

“Whew!” Steve let out a long whistle. “Your 
woman’s instinct just might be right this time?’ 

“I’m worried for Lito,” Jennifer said, “for 
Dona Lolita, for Don Pepe, yes—don’t laugh! 
-even for the family name.” 

“Boy, when I asked you to give this family 
and this country a chance,” Steve said, “I 
didn’t mean for you to get involved in politics 
and intrigue.” 

“I feel that it’s up to me,” Jennifer went on, 
“and I don’t know exactly what to do. I can’t 
tell Tio Pepe or abuelita, or anyone else be- 
hind Lito’s back. But I think Dr. Rojas could 
help me. He seems kind, and sort of solid and 
dependable.” 

“By all means, tell the doctor,” Steve ad- 
vised. “And count on me. Let me know what 
Dr. Rojas advises and tell him I'll do anything 
Ican.” He smiled at her, his quizzical, teasing 
smile. “Even rescue my rival to make you 
happy, my Jenny.” 

Jennifer's breath quickened with excitement. 

“Jennifer!” Dona Lolita was coming toward 
them. “I have been looking for you every- 
where. I think you have neglected your guests 
too long.” She turned to Steve. “Mr. Brent, 
lam surprised that you would so selfishly, so 
thoughtlessly, keep Jennifer from her duties 
as hostess.” 

Steve made his apologies to Dona Dolores 
and took Jennifer back to the sala. “I'll have 
my work cut out to get back in your grand- 
mother’s good graces,” he said. 


Jennifer was distressed. She would 
not lightly have sacrificed the congenial rela- 
tionship that had recently developed between 
herself and her grandmother, but she could not 
help thinking that if he had not been inter- 
rupted just then, Steve might have become 
serious and told her some of the things she 
was waiting to hear him say. She turned 
toward him, but at that moment Panchito 
came up to ask her to dance. All the time they 
were dancing, Jennifer could see that he was 
watching Toni. 

“You love her very much, don’t you?” she 
dared to ask. 

Panchito groaned. “There’s never been any- 
one else for me but Toni Beranguer,” he said, 
“and she barely tolerates having me around.” 

They danced halfway around the room 
without speaking. Then Jennifer said hesi- 
tantly, “My cousins are both so impulsive and 
~and sort of explosive. Just at the moment, I 
think Antonia is asserting herself by encour- 
aging Captain Navarro, but I think she has 
too must good sense really to fall for him. 
Yet she and Lito are so impetuous they man- 
age to get involved in very ticklish situations.” 

“I know.” Panchito nodded in agreement, 
his brown eyes serious. “But what can I do? 
Toni is so used to my devotion, I just don’t 
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stand a chance against the dashing captain,” 

“I don’t want to meddle,” Jennifer said, 
“but may I give you a bit of advice? Don’t act 
like such a”—her smile took the offense out of 
her words—“a lap dog. Stand up to Toni, 
And I think you would have more success 
with her if you took a helpful interest in her 
singing career.” 

Panchito beamed. “Do you really think if I 
do as you advise, I would have a chance?’ 

“I sound like an elderly spinster giving ad- 
vice to the lovelorn,” Jennifer said, “but it 
won't do any harm to try.” 

Vaya, I will try it,” Panchito said, “and 
thank you, thank you.” He looked at her shyly, 
his soft brown eyes shining. “May I call you 
Jen, as Lito does?” 

Jennifer nodded. As the music ended, she 
saw that Lito had returned and was standing 
alone by the record player, a black scowl on 
his face. He looks to be in a vile mood, she 
thought, but I'd better seize my opportunity 
and try to talk to him, anyway. 

“I'd like to speak to Lito,” she told Pan- 
chito. “I haven’t had a chance really to talk 
to him since he came home.” 

Panchito took her over to Lito and excused 
himself with a, “Thank you, Jen.” 

“Hi, primo mio,” Jennifer began gaily, ig- 
noring Lito’s obvious ill humor. 

Lito turned on her fiercely. “What kind of 
game do you think you are playing?” he asked 
hotly. “Letting me escort you to a party one 
night and then creating a scandal by sneaking 
off to the dark portal for hours with that 
American fellow? And now Panchito. I notice 
he is on ‘Jen’ terms with you, too.” 

Jennifer was wholly taken aback. She had 
had not the slightest idea that she could be 
the cause of Lito’s bad mood. “Why, Lito,” 
she began, her amazement plain in her face 
and voice. But he cut her off again violently. 

“Do not play the innocent baby,” he said. 
“You may wrap the Americanos around your 
finger, but you cannot make a fool of me.” 


Before Jennifer could open her 
mouth, he nodded his head in a grudging little 
bow, mumbled a curt excuse, and walked away. 

Jennifer could feel her f flush with em- 
barrassment and anger. She stood awkwardly 
a moment, undecided what to do. In that 
moment, Antonia excused herself from her 
partner and came up to Jennifer, her blue 
eyes sparkling with anger. 

“Of course you think Lito is rude,” she said 
in swift Spanish. “But I think he is right and 
you deserved all you got. You think because 
you are American you can come down here 
and play fast and loose with the poor natives.” 

Jennifer’s pent-up anger flared in answer to 
Antonia’s. “I am sick and tired of having it 
thrown in my face that I am an American, 
she said. “Well, I am an American and I am 
proud of it. But what I do is because I am 
me, Jennifer Calderén, and has nothing to do 
with whether or not I am American, or Span- 
ish, or Turkish! And I do think Lito was insuf- 
ferably rude and you have been, too, most of 
the time ever since I came here.” 

Antonia went on as if Jennifer hadn't 
spoken. “I suppose you are congratulating 
yourself on your popularity. Anyone can be 
popular if she does not care what means she 
uses.” Her voice was full of scorn. “Running 
off alone with the Americano and then bra- 
zenly making eyes at Panchito.” 

“Panchito!” Jennifer echoed in genuine 
amazement. 

“Oh, I saw you and I heard him, the idiot, 
falling all over himself for the Americana. 
‘May I call you Jen?” she mimicked. “Well, 
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let ine tell you, Panchito is too good to be 
hurt by your wiles. I intend to see to that.” 

Antonia turned sharply and walked away. 
Stunned, Jennifer went over and sat down 
beside Aunt Rita. At this moment, I certainly 
am a great success with my Cuban family, she 
thought in disgust. Just when I felt I was 
actually winning a place for myself with these 
proud and stubborn Calderéns, I seem to have 
alienated everyone. Because I sat on the 
veranda for a few moments with Steve, 
abuelita has turned cold and disdainful: Lito 
is furious, and Toni—why Toni is jealous! 

When Jennifer came out of her bedroom 
early the next morning, determined to have 
her talk with Dr. Rojas, she discovered he had 
passed up the fiesta in Las Piedras in favor of 
a day’s fishing with Don Pepe and Uncle 
Beraldo, and would not be back until dinner- 
time. There was nothing for her to do but wait. 

All morning the preliminary tennis matches 
had been taking place on the courts behind 
the centro. The party from Lolita arrived in 
time to see Lito take on his first opponent. 
Both he and Captain Navarro played bril- 
liantly, defeating contestant after contestant, 
and moving steadily toward the finals which 
would take place in the late afternoon. Lito 
appeared to great advantage. His fine co- 
ordination and lithe grace were a joy to watch. 

“He is very handsome, your cousin, no?” 
Beba said to Jennifer, when Lito came up to 
speak to the group from the Central for a few 
moments. He had thrown a scarlet sweater 
over his shoulders, and his long thin face was 
flushed and smiling. 

The afternoon began with the children’s 
party. The boys and girls danced and played 
games. In her yellow dress, Maria was the 
belle of the ball. Jennifer was amused at the 
poise with which she played the role. What a 
difference clothes made in a girl’s self-confi- 
dence, even one as young as Maria. All the 
little boys wanted to dance with her or sit 
next to her. They copied their elders in their 
gallant attentions to the little girls, as Jennifer 
felt no small American boys would ever do. 

The final match of the tournament took 


place in the late afternoon. As had been ex- 


pected, Lito faced Captain Navarro for the 
championship. The group from Lolita, with 
Maria tired but happy among them, sat to- 
gether to watch. Navarro won the serve and 
almost before Lito knew what was happening, 
it seemed, he had taken the first set, six to two. 
Lito rallied in the second set, ran the score to 
deuce, and managed to win after the score had 
wavered back and forth from deuce to set 
point for long suspenseful moments. 

By the third set, Lito was playing coolly. 
Navarro, enraged at losing the last set, was 
savagely smashing balls around. Calmly, al- 
most indifferently, it appeared, Lito was ma- 
neuvering him into impossible situations. 
Without apparently extending himself, the 
younger man took the set eight-six. 

Jennifer, watching the captain’s mounting 
anger, found herself wishing that Lito had lost 
the set. The captain was dangerous and Jen- 
nifer had no wish to see him further aroused. 
Everyone crowded around to congratulate 
Lito. Jennifer had never seen so poor a loser 
as Navarro. His expressive face showed his 
feelings all too plainly as he grudgingly shook 
hands with Lito and stalked away. 

At that moment, Maria, tired of sitting still 
so long, ran out on the court. “I will tell Lito 
he is a good boy,” she called, echoing the 
“Good boy, Lito,” she had heard on every 
side. Navarro came striding across the court. 
“Get out of my way, brat,” he snarled, and 
pushed the child aside. Maria, abruptly 
checked in her mad dash, fell backward, strik- 
ing her head and tearing her dress on a broken 
wire in the backstop. She screamed in shock 
and fright, and then burst into loud wails. 
Jennifer and Toni ran to her, but Navarro, 
unheeding, continued on his way. 

Toni, her face crimson, knelt and put her 
arms around the sobbing child. Maria was in- 
consolable. Finally, Panchito took her from 
Toni, and began to talk to her in his kind, 
soothing voice. Jennifer glanced at her cousin, 
wondering how she was reacting to the obvi- 
ous contrast between the two men. Toni, her 
face still flushed, was watching with an in- 
scrutable expression. 

(To be concluded) 
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how and why you have found your recipe espe- 
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this FREE book by 
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Have plenty of ice cream and a variety of toppings 





Let's Have a Sundae Party 


—and see your hostess rating zoom as your 
guests create their own specialties 


by ANN GRAY 


OR A REALLY SMOOTH party treat, set 

up an ice-cream bar at which your 

guests can concoct their own sun- 
daes. From a giant-size bow] of ice cream 
and an assortment of toppings—arranged 
on the kitchen table or buffet style in the 
dining room—let them whip up their own 
sweet-tooth satisfiers. 

The sundae toppings, of course, are all- 
important. With canned and frozen fruits 
and juices, plus your own imagination, you 
can serve a variety of toppings. You can 
buy the always-popular chocolate syrup 
at the grocery; and while you are there, 
pick up a can or two of strained or junior- 
size apricots and applesauce at the baby- 
food shelves. These make colorful and 
taste-tempting sauces just as they come 
from the cans. 

The smart hostess will have a few “spe- 
cialties of the house” to offer, and here are 
some suggestions. 


MINTED PINEAPPLE 
¥2 cup mint-flavored 1 (9 oz.) can crushed 
apple jelly pineapple 
Melt jelly over low heat, stirring fre- 
quently. Stir in pineapple. Add a few 
drops of green food coloring if desired. 
Cool. Makes 1% cups. 


See if you don’t agree that this ruby-red, 
smooth blend of raspberries and currant 
jelly is a sundae sauce supreme. 


MELBA SAUCE 
¥2 cup red-currant jelly 1% teaspoons corn- 


1 (12 oz.) package starch 
frozen raspberries 1 tablespoon cold 
water 


Melt jelly over low heat. Add raspber- 
ries. Mix cornstarch to a smooth paste with 





the cold water and stir into the first mix- 
ture. Cook, stirring frequently, until mix- 
ture comes to a full, rolling boil. (Watch 
closely, or it will boil over!) Lower heat 
and cook three minutes more. Strain and 
cool. Makes about 1% cups. 

(If fresh raspberries are used, combine 
2 cups berries with % cup sugar and add 
to jelly as above.) 


The boys especially will go for this rich 


topping. 
MINCE-MEAT DELIGHT 
Ya cup water 1 cup mince meat 
Ye cup sugar % cup chopped nuts 
1 teaspoon grated (optional) 
erange rind 


Combine water, sugar, and rind and 
boil 5 minutes. Stir in mince meat and boil 
5 minutes longer. Stir in nuts. Serve warm. 


With a liberal sprinkling of chopped 
nuts, this is a favorite topping. 


MAPLE MARSHMALLOW 


% cup maple syrup 8 marshmallows 


Heat syrup to boiling point. Quarter 
marshmallows and add to syrup. Stir until 
marshmallows are nearly melted. Serve 
warm over ice cream. 


Your sundae bar can be simple or very 
festive, depending on your inclination, 
time, and budget. For added attractions 
you might have, in addition to your top- 
pings, a dish of finely chopped nuts and 
another of maraschino cherries. A dispet- 
ser of whipped cream or a bow! of plain 
marshmallow sauce would be welcome, 
too. And, of course, you can serve cake, 
or thin, crisp cookies if you wish. THE END 
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Boys—and Girls?— 
on Capitol Hill 


(Continued from page 16) 


of the hefty documents the boys often must 
jug around. That’s heavy work! “But they'd 
be okay as telephone pages,” he suggests. 
“We've got two girl telephone pages in the 
Jowa legislature right now!” 

“A few girls on the Hill would make it 
more fun!” says fifteen-year-old Steve Sulli- 
van of Medford, Massachusetts. “Of course, 
[hope a girl doesn’t get my job!” 

“The girls could do some jobs, but they’d 
find life on Capitol Hill lonely and compli- 
cated,” says Tom Winebrenner, of Valparaiso, 
Indiana, a high school senior. “It wouldn’t do 
to bring in one girl at a time. One girl in Page 
School would be pretty funny. Theoretically, 
the idea’s wonderful. But I vote for twenty- 
five or none!” 

“It would raise the morale of the school 
to have even one,” says Barrie Williams of 
Buffalo, New York, who is seventeen. 

From this you can see that Congressional 
pages are not afraid of the girl competition. 
Most would be happy to share their unique 
role with teen-age girls—always providing the 
ax didn’t fall on them personally. 

Of course, the boys meet a good many girls 
in the social life of Washington. “If you want 
to meet girls, learn to dance well,” says Lee 
Thomas, who has just been put in charge of 
the seven telephone pages in the House. 
“Good dancers with polite manners are always 
in demand.” 

Most of the pages are pretty good dancers, 
and are often invited to parties at the high 
schools of the District of Columbia and nearby 
Maryland and Virginia, as well as to the 
homes of Washington’s socially elite. They 
also give their own school dances. Hard work 
plus schoolwork curtails the gay life—perhaps 
enough to make the boys fairly critical about 
the girls they do manage to date. 

And what sort of girl do the pages admire? 
Let them answer that for themselves. 

“Give me the girl who doesn’t mind riding 
around on streetcars and buses,” says George 
Trumpore of Cranford, New Jersey, who’s 
seventeen. “Pages who have cars are generous 
about sharing dates, but you can’t always 
have a car on tap. If a girl sulks because we 
hop a bus, I just don’t ask her again.” 

George, now in his second year on Capitol 
Hill, is in charge of all the newspapers in the 
reading room of the Speaker of the House. 
It's a job where daily he talks with many law- 
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I'm not delighted. 
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Hoop 


1. She’s smart as can be . . . with her 


of Aprons Italian cut (b). 
7, for just 
Ge , | 
{ez y) . pope ony 5 rc ’54’s uncluttered look (c). 
ye serene ee 3. The cardigan is IT this year (c). 


APRON KIT. Kit contains: 
@ New waist-hugging 
hoop. Tie-less aprons 
\ slip right on! 

@ Free illustrated in- 
structions for 3 glamor- 
ous apron styles. 

@ Hiawatha Elastic Sew- 
ing Thread for quick, 
easy shirring. 

@ Decorative lrontex 
tape and patches for 
gay appliques that 


4. Trim, neat and such fun to wear 
. .. Toreador pants (a). 


5. The Empire look is back (b). 


6. You're right in a Chesterfield, with 
slim straight lines (b). 
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FREE! Send for the wonderful Modess 
booklet, “Growing Up and Liking It,” | 
which answers all your questions about 
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just iron on! menstruation . . . gives health 
beauty tips, too! 
| Anne Shelby 
} “=-,|| Personal Products Corp. | 
: : TRAUI 1\| Box 5451-5, Milltown, N. J. | 
. € 
l Please send me a f opy of your booklet 
: Sendfor your === S\] “Growing Up and Liking It.” ; 
: Hoop Apron Kit today! HI | 
5 «|| Name 
, Enclose $1 for each kit ordered. Please | | (PLease print) I 
: specify waist size. Write: aT Street. 
. DAVID TRAUM COMPANY, Inc. ‘| city State | 
* 11 East 26th Street, New York 10, N.Y. 8 ! (orren coon onty im v. 8. 4.) fe 
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These Shoes Are As 





As Your 


Girl Scout Uniform 


... made to wear when you are dressed 
for scouting AND for school or leisure 
time. Ask for them at your favorite shoe 


or department store. 


THE ONLY OFFICIAL SHOES 


WITH THE DUAL HEEL CUSHION -.| 


FOR EXTRA WALKING COMFORT 


$845 


slightly higher 
in Far West 

Also in Official 
Brownie Scout 
Sizes 12% to 3 
$7 45 







Style 145 


Style 146 





MODERN AGE 


OFFICIAL GIRL SCOUT AND 
BROWNIE SCOUT SHOES | 


CURTIS « STEPHENS « EMBRY CO., INC., READING, PENNSYLVANIA 











makers, visiting celebrities, and tourists, in- 
cluding girls from all sections of the country, 

Barrie Williams is another who is strategi- 
cally placed. He stands at the door of the 
House Chamber, ready to call congressmen 
for reporters who wish to interview them, 
constituents who come to scold or praise, even 
delegations of visiting Girl Scouts. Tall, gan- 
gling, curly-haired and blue-eyed, he def.- 
nitely likes most of the girls he meets. “But ] 
like them with nice manners—quiet and not 
show-off,” he explains. “A girl should be a 
good conversationalist, and yet reserved. For 
me, a pleasing personality counts a whole lot 
more than good looks! And I'll tell you some- 
thing else. A girl ought to be a little bit con- 
siderate of a fellow’s pocketbook. And when 
she’s out on a date, she should try not to be 
a party-pooper—a kill-joy!” 

“Yes, a page does have to be careful about 
raids on his pocketbook,” Ted Bourns agrees. 
In his second year as a Senate page, Ted 
shares an apartment with Bob Bauman of 
Easton, Maryland. Both boys are taking danc- 
ing lessons. They shop once a week on Satur- 
days for household supplies, and divide the 
housework. The menu is pork chops or fried 
chicken to start the week, dwindling to ham- 
burgers and frankfurters. Week ends they 
dine out. 

Most of the pages live in boarding houses 
near the Capitol, or with friends of the fam- 
ily. Most save hard for a future education. 
To stretch the budget, many do their own 
laundry, pressing, and darning. Many hope 
for diplomatic careers. New Orleans-bom 
Edgar Allen Poe (no relation to the poet) 
has another ambition—to enter West Point 
or Annapolis. Edgar still prefers Southem 
girls to all others. He likes their soft accent, 
believes them friendlier. 

Joe Hillings and Dud Kanill, both from Cali- 
fornia, disagree. “Western girls are less for- 
mal,” Joe explains. And Dud adds, “We like 
girls who go in for sports and outdoor life.” 

Being a page on Capitol Hill has equal 
parts of glamour and hardship, the pages 
would say. What they can’t say is whether the 
girls would really like it. You may have to sit 
up all night when some senator or represen- 
tative tries to delay a piece of legislation bya 
“talkathon.” And you still have your home- 
work! You learn to live on a budget, and de- 
velop self-reliance. Somehow, with all this, 
you find time for dates. THE END 


USE THIS HANDY FORM TO ORDER 
AMERICAN GIRL PATTERNS 
on page 20 
Check pattern number and size and enclose 
correct amount (30¢ in coin) for each pattern. 





pre rene ee eee eee" 
| FEATURED ON PAGE 20 
9120—Dress with Sleeveless Jacket 
Szs 011013015017 
4550—Princess-Line Dress 
Szs 01101305017 
9291—Four-Piece Ensemble 
Sizes F 1077 1202) 14() 16 
enclose $ for patterns 
checked above 


| 

! 

| 

| 

| 

| Be sure to enclose correct amount (30¢) for 
I each pattern ordered (sorry, no C.O.D.’s) 
] and state size. We pay postage. 
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l 

| 

l 

I 

! 





eS ae 
(Please Print) 

Address ___. eae ees 

City and State ____$__—— 
(Please Indicate Zone No.) 

MAIL TO: THE AMERICAN GIRL | 
Pattern Department 5/54 | 

155 East 44th St., New York 17, N. Y. 
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beside the cart holding a baby which she shifted 
from arm to arm was a thin, tired woman, look- 
ing much older than her years. Even the boy 
and the baby looked old; and all four had a 
pinched, hungry look to their faces. When they 
reached the tree, they stopped and stood star- 
ing around them. Presently the boy saw the 
bird circling warily above him and, going to 
the cart, undid a carefully wrapped hunk of 
dark bread. He broke off a tiny piece of the 
corner. Placing it on the ground, he looked up 
at the bird and then went slowly back to the 
cart and dug out of its depths a small, very rusty 
hatchet. As the bird began to eat, the-sound of 
slow. painful hacking filled the air. When he 
flew away in the gathering dusk heartened by 
the tiny scrap of bread, the slow fire fed by the 
first branch of the old tree made a spot of 
warmth in the chill landscape. 

NANCY HATTOX (age 16) Tokyo, Japan 


NAMES 
Poetry Award 


Names mean a lot to mg— 
lj we had none, 
Who would I be? 
JUDIBETH AUGUSTINE (age 12) St. Louis, Illinois 


SQUEAKY, THE WONDER MOUSE 


Nonfiction Award 


I am going to tell you about a pet mouse, 
Squeaky. Now, Squeaky is a very, very refined 
mouse. Every night at 8:30, he climbs into his 
shoe-box bed and settles down for a beauty 
nap. Every morning at 6:45, he climbs out of 
his shoe-box bed, shinnies up the lamppost and 
hops onto my bed. 

But one morning, I didn’t feel Squeaky 
snuggled up against my cheek. “Where could 
he be?” I thought. I got out of bed, slipped on 
my slippers, and began the hunt. 

He wasn’t in his bed, nor playing with the 
canary—in fact, he wasn’t even admiring him- 
self in his looking glass. 

For a whole hour | searched every nook and 
cranny in the house. He was nowhere to be 
seen. | was so busy fretting about Squeaky that 
| bumped into the old grandfather clock. 

“Golly whiz,” I yelled, “it’s eight thirty al- 
ready and school starts at five to nine.” 

| got dressed in such a hurry that | put my 
undershirt on top of my T-shirt and put my 
jeans on backward. Then | started all over 
again. When I finally got out of the house, it 
was 8:45. “Everything happens to me,” | 
mumbled. 

Everything did happen to me, too. Who 
should follow me across the street, but Squeaky. 

“Where have you been?” I said, “Well, it’s 
too late to take you home now. You'll have 
to come along with me!” I picked him up under 
his tummy and stuck him down my shirt. 

His eyes seemed to say, “Listen here, I’m a 
very refined mouse, and I won’t stand for you 
sticking me down your shirt.” 

Pretending I didn’t hear him, I raced to 
school. With Squeaky still in my shirt, | got 
there five minutes late. 

When the teacher asked me why I was late, 
I muttered, “Er-uh-well, you see, it’s this way 
—uh! ...” 

Just then Squeaky decided he was hungry 
and started gnawing on my T-shirt. “Stop it, 
Squeaky,” 1 mumbled. “What did you say?” 
asked the teacher. “Our roof is leaky,” I stated 
quickly. 

Soon, the teacher turned her attention to 
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another pupil, and I was safe for a while. 
But meanwhile, Squeaky had chewed a hole 
as big as my inkwell in my T-shirt. I managed 
to sneak him in the pocket of my levis and 
walked briskly up to the teacher. I asked her 
if | could go home as I felt sick. And I did 
too, mentally sick! 

As soon as I got home, I sank into a chair. 
“What a day,” I mumbled, “What a day!” 
NANCY LYNN HEDSTROM (age 11) Ook Park, Ill. 


NOT SO BAD, AFTER ALL 


Fiction Award 


“Well, at last I did it,” thought Chrissie. “At 
last I’ve got a room all to myself. Thank good- 
ness!” 

For five years now, her little sister Donna had 
been sharing a room with her. Chrissie resented 
this for three main reasons. One was that Donna 
always left the room in a messy state and 
Chrissie always had to clean it up. Another 
thing was that she could never have her friends 
overnight as they only had one big bed in their 
room and she and Donna shared it. The third 
reason was simply that Donna snored. 

But now things were different. Lila, their 
housekeeper, was leaving them, as she had 
found a family which would pay her more. 
Besides, they really did not need her any more. 
There would not be much to do after Chrissie’s 
twin brothers left for college next month. With- 
out boys, Mother had said, the housework 
would almost be cut in half. Aunt Avis’ com- 
ing in a week would make a lot of difference, 
too. After all, Aunt Avis would have to do some 
of the work if she really stayed. 

Now, because of the boys and Lila leaving, 
two rooms would be empty. There would be 
one room for her, and one for Aunt Avis. 

But which one should she have? The down- 
stairs room faced west, and was at the side 
of the house. It was quite big and could hold 
a double bed and a lot more furniture, includ- 
ing her oversized dresser which she dearly 
loved. The other room was not as big but just as 
nice, and it did have the advantage of sun in 
the morning. She thought it over and decided 
on the downstairs room. Then she and her best 
friend Joanne could talk and read the girls’ 
mysteries that they loved. 

The night she first slept there, she had gone 
to the movie, “House of Wax.” When she got 
home everybody had gone to bed. She got into 
bed and turned off the light. 

The shadows from the trees made them look 
eerie and haunted. And that movie had really 
scared Chrissie. So when she awoke in the 
middle of the night and saw a shadow that 
resembled Igor, the deaf-mute in the picture, 
she was terrorized. Not another wink of sleep 
did she get that night. She clutched her pillow 
in fear. She even seemed to miss Donna. 

The next morning she found out that it was 
only trees in the moonlight making the shadows. 
But somehow, she still did not like that room. 

A few: days later she came home to hear 
Mother talking on the phone. “Yes, I’m sure 
we could have you back. You can begin on 
Tuesday. All right. Good-by.” 

Then her mother turned to her and said, 
“Dear, I’m so sorry. Lila is coming back to 
work for us. You'll have to move to your own 
room—back with Donna again, so that Lila can 
have the one that you are in.” 

She was sorry! Why Chrissie was glad of it. 
She would not tell her mother, of course, but 
deep down in her heart Chrissie found that 











Slip this Tip 
in the Band 
of Pop’s Hat 


. --CUT ALONG LINE ....- 


Hint from the Whole 
Family...We Want... 


THE POPULAR 


‘Leader’ 





| '“FAMILY 
KEYBOARD” 
* Fits 
Everybody's 
Needs! 
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Your leading Typewriter Dealer, De- 
partment Store or Jeweler has it. Ask 
him to explain his easy payment plan. 
Terms as low as $1 a week. 


Underwood Corporation 
ONE PARK AVE., New York 16, N. Y. 











Buy one jar—get another 


To introduce you 
to the doctor’s deodorant 
discovery* that safely 


STOPS ODOR 
ALI DAY LONG 


New Mum with M-3 won't irritate 
normal skin or damage fabrics 


We want you to try wonderful new 
Mum, the *exclusive deodorant based 
originally on a doctor’s discovery, and 
now containing long-lasting M-3. That’s 
why we offer you, absolutely free, a 
bonus jar of new Mum when you buy 
the regular 39¢ jar. 

New Mum stops odor all day long 
because invisible M-3 clings to your 
skin— keeps on destroying odor bac- 
teria a full 24 hours—far longer than 
the ordinary deodorant tested. 

Non-irritating to normal skin. Won’t 
rot fabrics—certified by American In- 
stitute of Laundering. Creamier, deli- 
cately fragrant, won’t dry out in the 
jar. Today, take advantage of new 
Mum’s Special Offer. Get a free bonus 
jar while supplies last. 


NEW MUM. 


cream deodorant with 
long-lasting M-3 
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ART AWARD: 
BARBARA MATHORN (age 16) Adrian, Michigan 


a little voice was saying, “It’s not bad, after all, 
it’s not bad, after all!” It wasn’t! 
CAROL LOUISE NEWBERN (age 11) Hadley, N. Y. 


THE ROW OF HOUSES 


Nonfiction Award 


Six little houses all in a row stand empty, 
silent, and alone—six little houses, all alike 
with shiny white paint and green shutters, and 
a new white walk stretching tautly from the 
street to the door. 

The sun is sinking, slinking behind the hill, 
and if one had glanced at the houses on his 
homeward journey, he might have felt the 
slight tremor that swept through the empty 
waiting row. The workers have just finished, 
and have gone, leaving the houses alone in the 
setting sun to wait impatiently for the morrow. 

The sun peeps shyly over the horizon, and 
the first beams of its smile fall on the wide- 
awake eyes of the six sleepless houses, as they 
sit excitedly waiting. Today, this very morning, 
the movers are coming and each house will be- 
come a thing unique, with a present and future 
all its own. 

The row is shaken from its dreams by the 
rumble of a moving van turning the corner. 
The houses sit up hopefully, waiting like six 
young girls at a dance. One by one, the vans 
appear, and soon each house, with open doors, 
is receiving the offerings of the blue-uniformed 
movers. 

Into one house is carried a dismantled crib, 
followed shortly by the squalling owner car- 
ried in his mother’s arms. A black dog is 
noisily settled in his small red doghouse in a 
back yard. A teen-age boy pulls up and jumps 
out of his old red car. A teen-age girl loses 
interest in her new room as she gazes with 
interest at the boy and car next door. Cowboy 
boots, buried deep in some box, are suddenly 
and loudly demanded by the freckle-faced 
boy as he sees the little girl, two houses down, 
in full cowgirl regalia. 

Through all the confusion, the houses sit with 
wide, serene smiles as they open their windows 
and doors to let out the dust that flies about. 

Tonight, one looks with interest at the houses 
as he passes by, and the houses twinkle and 
wink back at him, as they settle into a happy 
and tumultuous existence. 

ANNE RANKIN (age 16) Meadville, Pennsylvania 


GREEDY COLONEL POTTER-BEE 


Fiction Award 


Colonel Potter-bee was on top of a giant toad- 
stool looking for butterflies. He was looking 
for a Niss. It may be a very short name, but 
it’s a very big butterfly. 

Colonel Potter-bee was from’ England and 
was also well known. He was very rich as well 





as greedy. Although his bathtub was diamond 
with an emerald sink, he wanted a mink shower 
curtain, a thousand more maids (you see one 
hundred thousand maids weren’t enough) he 
wanted a suit of pure gold, a polar-bear rug 
with a footstool to match, and a ruby bed and 
bedstand set. His hobby was catching butter- 
flies. That is why he was in Africa. 

As the colonel fell off the toadstool he had 
been sitting on, he scolded the armadillo that 
had frightened him. “You jolly well be dead, 
old chap,” he scolded. 

The next morning the colonel slept late be- 
cause he didn’t sleep well during the night. It 
was very muggy and rained a little which made 
it worse. After breakfast he went out to look 
for a Niss. As he went along he whistled “Auld 
Lang Syne” although it wasn’t that time of the 
year. He saw something move in the leaves, 
He looked up and saw a beautiful Niss. The 
colonel slyly crept up on it with his giant-sized 
butterfly net. In a flash he caught it! 

When his Niss was safely in its cage, the 
colonel got his camera, took a half dozen pic. 
tures, then turned the Niss loose. He hadn't 
the heart to keep it caged up because Nisses 
live a very long life. 

When the colonel was back in his palace, he 
wanted to take a bath. He found his wife had 
not only a mink shower curtain, but a bath 
mat, too. He went to his bedroom and found a 
ruby bed, bedstand, and dresser! When he went 
to get his nightcap and nightgown he found 
gold socks. He opened the closet (under his 
wife’s direction) and found a gold suit, bath- 
robe, and slippers. 

When he awoke the next morning his wife 
asked if he wanted anything else. He replied 
happily, “No, I have everything I want, thank 
you.” He told his wife he had stopped collecting 
butterfly pictures. He had decided to collect 
match books instead. 

KATHRYN M. HONAN (age 11) Gaylordsville, Conn, 


THE PATCHWORK QUILT 


Nonfiction Award 


It’s a beautiful patchwork quilt. It’s a gay 
patchwork quilt. There are squares of red, 
yellow, blue, pink, purple, and white with a 
velvety green for a background. Where can 
this quilt be found that is so full of rich colors 
and beauty? It is found in Holland at tulip- 
time. Tuliptime in Holland is something mar- 
velous. Acre after acre of colors are woven to 
gether to make one of the most stirring sights 
in the world. 

To bicycle through the fields is wonderful. 





PHOTOGRAPHY AWARD: 
KAREN WOODRUFF Rochester, New York 


MAY, 1954 
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That way you can see the ta:l, majestic tulips 
and smell the delicious fragrance of flowers. 
The air is laden with sweetness and for one sea- 
sn Holland can boast of a blue, sunny sky. 

It’s fun to decorate your bicycle with beauti- 
fully fashioned tulip leis which you can buy 
from rosy-cheeked Dutch children. It’s fun to 
watch old Dutch farmers pluck the bloom from 
the tulip so that the bulb will receive its nour- 
ishment. They wear wooden shoes and straw 
hats and, so that the intense red and yellow 
doesn’t hurt their eyes, they also wear colored 
glasses. 

Sometimes the elegant design of the patch- 
work quilt is broken by windmills and farm- 
houses. But that doesn’t break the spell of 
unbelievable beauty. It just adds to the loveli- 
ness of the most beautiful patchwork quilt in 
the whole world. 

DONETTE VAN DAM (age 14) The Hague, Holland 


COMPLAINT 
Poetry Award 
Ah, that I could take a thought 
And hold it in my hand 
And turn it into shining words! 
Vo one can understand 
The aching of this heart in me 
Because it cannot build 
Vith simple, common, well-used words 
4 poem! Learned and skilled 
Inthe art of making verse 
Though I’m supposed to be, 
Can no one teach me to turn verse 
Into poetry? 
JANET HENSON (age 15) Greenville, Texas 


MY OWN ROOM 
Nonfiction Award 

Oh, mother! My room is a mess! It’s strictly 
achild’s room. Now that I’m thirteen, my room 
should look glamorous, not babyish. You 
should see Mary-Ellen’s! Everything is in gold 
and pink, and there’s not a doll or toy in sight. 
I'm going to get rid of all these childish things, 
and then I’m going to redecorate it—like 
Mary-Ellen’s. 

Look at that silly doll on the 
her to my cousin Eve. 
right away, 


bed. I'll give 
No—Eve would wreck her 
I'd better keep her; I'll make her 


anew dress out of blue silk and—oh dear, 
| forgot .. . 
Now, that silly stuffed dog on the dresser! 


Mary-Ellen would never think of having such 
a thing around. Hmmm...1 remember when 
| was little I’d never sleep without him. Perhaps 
| should keep him a little while longer. 

But this silly stool in front of the window 
isa fright! But it is awfully nice to sit on 
at night and look at the stars. I’ve done that 
ever since | can remember. 


_ And the little rug—I could never part with 
it. In fact, I can’t part with anything! I love 


them all too much. I don’t care one bit about 
Mary-Ellen’s room. Mine’s a lot better and I’m 
% very proud of it! 

INGA FJUK (age 14) Ontario, Canada 


HONORABLE MENTION 

ART: Ann Faulkner (age 15) Berrien Springs, Mich- 
igan 

POETRY: Jane Wiley (age 16) Wallingford, Pennsyl- 
vania; Fay Lowenkopf (age 15) Baltimore, Mary- 
land 

FICTION: Judy Weigand (age 15) Emporia, Kansas; 
Dorlea Meyer (age 13) Hill City, Kansas 

NONFICTION: Virginia Richardson (age 13) Chor- 
lottesville, Virginia; Mary Greenleaf (age 11) 
Elmira, New York 

PHOTOGRAPHY: Barbara Whitledge (age 16) 
Natick, Massachusetts; Mary Alice Bucher (age 
17) Columbus, Ohio 

THE END 
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“BLUE RIBBONS” 





... the new bra by 





designed specially 


forthe Junior-Miss 


“Blue Ribbons” for the budding 
figure slightly smaller than A cup 
size. Features dainty blue ribbons 
and feather stitching. Elastic 
edging across the bottom for 
added comfort. 


To fit your figure Perfectform 
excels in the slim, youthful and 
in-between sizes . . . the Junior- 
Miss AA-plus cup for the lass who 
is not quite an A cup size as 
shown in illustration . . . the 
slightly smaller Teen-Age cup for 
the “first” bra. 


To fit your taste Perfectform 
offers a wide selection of the latest 
styles in dainty, charming and 
flattering bras. 

To fit your budget Per/fect/orm 
gives you all this at prices 
beginning at 69¢. 


PERFECT BRASSIERE CO.., Inc., 
34 Exchange Place, 
Jersey City 2, N.J. 


For your Prtoifirm bras visit the bra counter of 
WOOLWORTH, KRESGE or other leading variety store. 








CATALOG 


Now, at last, P pee ‘ou can offer your friends these 
excitingly di eren 


iene is Kiddy Greetings, Games peeks 
t riendship, Eastern Star, 
Religiogs'c cards, $1 Gifts, many 2. = teo- bir 
sales. Send te- 





FROM AN INDIAN PRINCESS WARDROBE 


For your wardrobe from the heart of the Indian country 
INDIAN BEADED BELT... gaily beaded, Indian designed 
everything’’ % cowhide belts. Every belt is one-of-a-kind. Choice 
of white or navy backgrounds. State belt size. Ppd. 

INDIAN PRINCESS BEADED MOCCASINS. barefoot comfort and 
soft as down. They go with everything from jeans to dress-ups. Hand- 
beaded, hand-laced soft, washable cowhide. Airfoam innersoles, too! 
Glamour lovely colors: Palomino Gold, Indian Red, and White $485 
Send actual shoe size and color. Adult sizes send ppd. Only 

Children’s sizes, 6-2. Just $3.95 ppd. 


Big illustrated catalog ... hundreds of items, 25¢. 


Miller’s 256 E. Congress, Dept A-5, Tucson 1, Arizona 


1OS 915 PICTURES FREE! 


- NEW! DIFFERENT ! BEAUTIFUL! 


> For th time — sensational pictures 
of your favorite movie stars in professional 
high gloss finish. Special super-duper offer: 


: 20 for 25¢ * 50 for 50¢ * 120 for $1 
: REE CATALOG with 215 PICTURES 
scammer OF STARS with your order 
DeLUXE PHOTO SERVICE, Dept.85 
Box 947, Church St. Annex, New York &, N.Y. 
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“walks” easily 
to the next lake 





© Light to carry. yet sturdy champion in the 
water! Next trip. try an A Town. 
L shows aoe for paddling, ae 
gneg CATAL d boats, big all-wood fam 
boats. Sailboats, rowbeats, dinghies. Old Town mad 
t notes! Just showi Ce., 125 Fourth Street, Old Town, Maine. 
-00 profit on only 50 
THE UNUSUAL! 


— 
es pays you 
ifferent! 


ew line assures top 





Dept. E- 10.$t.Louls 1,Me. 








IT’S A “CINCH” FOR SKIRTS AND SHORTS 
— in ROMAN STRIPES — 
Sizes: Small, Medium & Large 
Price: $1.00 plus 10¢ for mailing 
WARREN—Box 475, Chappaqua, N. Y. 


107curtaw STAMPS 


SENT TO MAKE NEW FRIENDS! 
Worth < over | $2.00 in Standard Catalog! 
] Stalin Stamp from Hun- 

ry plus 106 others from Russia, East 
Germany, Romania, etc. paid to get stamps, many smuggled 
from behind ruthless Iron Curtain. We'll include free valuable 
illustrated book ,‘‘How to Recognize Rare Stamps”’ and many 
interesting special offers. Send name, address and25<« NOW to 
KENMORE STAMP CO., Dept, 0H.280, Milford, N. H. 


0925 STAMPS 10¢ 


FOR ONLY 


THIS MAMMOTH VALUE INCLUDES STAMPS WORTH 
UP YO 25e! ALSO APPROVALS. WRITE TODAY! 


MYSTIC STAMP CO 
































Camden 70, New York 





=] United Nations Ist Stamp Issue 
Considered by many to be one of World’s 
Most attractive sets. Pictures U.N 











PRIZE PURCHASE DRESS, PAGE 23 




















Atlanta, Ga.. Davison-Paxon Co. 
Baltimore, Md Hutzler’s 
Boston, Mass. Filene‘s 
Cleveland, Ohio____________._ The Halle Bros. Co. 
Des Moines, lowa. ..Younker’s 
Detroit, Mich... The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Indianapolis, Ind LL. S. Ayres & Co. 
Knoxville, Tenn. - Miller's 
Los Angeles, Calif Bullock's 




















Miami, Fla._. Burdine’s Inc. 
Nashville, Tenn. ...Harvey’s 
Newark, N. J..______._.___._____L. Bamberger & Co. 
New Shien, 4 La D. H. Hol Co., Ltd. 
New York, N. Y.. Best & Co. 
Oklahoma City, Okla... Kerr's, Inc. 
Philadelphia, Penna. ..Gimbels 
Pittsburgh, Penna. Kaufmann’s 





Portland, Ore. Meier & Frank Co., Inc. 



























































Emblem, Flag and Peoples of World. Only 
10¢. Approvals included. 


WELLES 

Box 1246-AG, Church St. Sta., N.Y.C. 38 
Foreign Coin, Banknote and 

_ 5, illustrated coin list 
3 GI to approval service 
ee applicants ‘or postage. 
}© BARGAINS! Indian Head 
By 10¢. Wooden nickel, 
¢; Chinese Dollar, 53¢. 





















153 All Different 
I: ERMAN Y C 
Fa Semi-Postais, 
Airmaiis, High Values. Big 


g bargain lists and approvals 
included. 


n Stamp, Dept. 522, Jamestown, N. Y. 








GIVEN 119 FOREIGN STAMPS 


Including Africa, Australia, Pakistan, China, India, Russia 
and a need Send 10¢ for postage and handling. With 
approvals. AGARA STAMP COMPANY 

Niag: en 821, 


COLONIAL COLLECTION GIVEN! 


age collection of British, 
Frenc American and other Colonial 
Triangles, Cc or agg TY issues, Ani- 





nd ps. Pictorials, 
iv EN plus Philatopic Magazi way Send a only Se a return 
postage. EMPIRE STAMP Dept. ‘oronto, Canad. 


7.00 DIFFERENT STAMPS 10! 





NELUOING TRIANGLE 
t. ai RATION STAMPS 


44.0) Laas 





PIVENT Powerful sevalnne ss 
for 5¢ Post. Bargain 
lists and approvals 


Jamestown Stamp Co., Dept. 212, Jamestown, N.Y. 





DIFFERENT U.S. 


Commemorative Stamps 








ONLY 
5 Only 25¢ with approvals. 25¢ 
Canaan STAMP CoO. 
1907 Main St., Dept. 42 Niagara Falis, N. Y. 
STAM More than 100 diff. fascinating, in- 
otnne stamps from Europe. rica, 
America, Scandinavia, Balkans. 

Asia, ——| stamps, you will be 
tritiea! ‘kul mie miven xx approval service applicants sending 
3¢ postage. TATHAM STAMP CO.. SPRINGFIELD—4. MASS. 
What Are “Approvals”? 

“‘Approvals,’" or ‘‘approval sheets,’ mean sheets with 
stamps Siiiched which are made up ond sent out by deal- 
ers. The only yo gy — the part of the recipient of 

**Approvals*’ mps must be returned promptly 
and in good condition, or spaid for. 

The price of each stamp is on the sheet and the collector 
should detach those which he wishes to . en return 
the sheet with the remaining stamps in as good order as 

when received, enclosing the price of the stamps he has 


rtant, his name, street, address, 


detached and, most impo 
4g State, and the invoice number. 


city, postal zone lt 


from our aavestioers, Be 1 sure to west vs your — and 
address clear por name 
your ‘sadress. e yt will do his best, to o fill 
and promptly. You can avoid de- 
bya and 
Taye n 





jully 
oe, 3 owe that your name address are 





























Reading, Peace... Cc. K. Whitner Co. 
Rich d, Va. _._Thathimer’s 
Rochester, N. Y._____.. Sibley, Lindsay & Curr Co. 
St. Paul, Minn. _Field Schlick, Inc. 
Sel? iahe City, theh zZ.C.M. 1. 
San Antonio, Texas... Frest Bros. 
San Diego, Calif..________..._..._._.._Walker-Scott Co. 
Sioux City, lowa________.___._._ Younker-Davidson’s 
Toledo, Ohio... __The t Bros. Co. 





Washington, D.C... The Hecht Co. 


PRETTY PARTY LINES, PAGES 24-25 
Abby-Teens Dress 


Baltimore, Md... Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 

















Seer Erte: Abraham & Straus 
eee __Shillito’s 
Columbus, Ohio F. & R. Lazarus Co. 
Des Moines, lowa Younker’s 
Milwaukee, Wis._.________________________ Boston Store 
Minneapolis, Minn. _ Dayton’s 
New York, N. Y._. BI gdale’s 
Pittsburgh, Penna. a ph Horne Co. 
Rechester, Mine. —.....__..__°_........._Bayten's 
NS B. Forman Co. 


WE O Goh in The Hecht Co. 
Petiteen. Dress 


_.Davison-Paxon Co. 
Hochschild, Kohn & Co. 


Atlanta, Ga... 
Baltimore, Md.____________. 














Cincinnati, Ohio SS  ShilliBO’s 
Columbus, Ohio. F. & R. Lazarus Co. 
Des Moines, lowa . _.Younker’s 
Detroit, Mich... The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Sy See ees = _.Gertz 
Indianapolis, Ind.. “The | Wm. H. Block Co. 
Jamaica, N. Y ...Gertz 
Miami, Fla... _Burdine’s, Inc. 





New York, N. Y._ oe 
SENSE aber _.Meyer Brothers 
Strawbridge & Clothier 


_Franklin Simon 





Philadelphia, Penna. 


Pittsburgh, Penna. Lae ee Kaufmann’s 
Portland, Ore._____.___.._Meier & Frank Co., Inc. 
Rich d, Va. __Thathimer’s 








Fashion Faculty Dress 


The Higbee Co. 





Clevelond, Ohio 


WHERE TO BUY AMERICAN GIRL 






FASHIONS 









Dayton, Ohio___________. The Elder & Johnston Co 
Pittsburgh, Penna. > Kaufmann; 
Washington, D. C The Hecht Co, 
















Bonnie Blair Dress 


Aberdeen, S. D..._..____. 
Colorado Springs, Colo... 


-Olwin Angel 














CI Se 

Newark, N. J. __Kresge 
Pittsburgh, Penna... R b Co. 
Sa h, Ga.. Levy’s, in. 
Tulsa, Okla. - Froug's 





FIGURE IT RIGHT, PAGE 26 
Belle-Mode’s Strapless Camisole Bra 
A Se eee Abraham & Stray; 
Cee ee _..Wieboldt; 
Cleveland, Ohio______ wm. prever Son & Co, 
Detroit, Mich.______ The J. L. Hudson Co. 





fventea, 8. ...Wiebold?s 
Ft. Wayne, Ind... Wolf & Dessaver Co. 
Los Angeles, Calif... Bullock's 
New York, N. Y.____ Lord & Taylor 
eee ee Wieboldt’s 
Philadelphia, Penna. Gimbels 


George Dennison’s Tiered Petticoat 
Boston, Mass... 
Brooklyn, N.Y. 
Bryan, Texas = 
Cleveland, Ohio... 


Detroit, Mich. 


R. H. Stearns Co. 
sean Martin's 
Lester’s Smart Shop 
The Halle Bros. Co. 
Demery’s, Inc. 


Flushing, N. Y. Gertz 
Garden City, N. Y. Martin's 
Grand Rapids, Mich... Wurzburg's 
Is Wises ce crectnctccerheponeceeeininsaintni Gertz 
I, TI asinncicassisnsinesiscns tsar Jay's 
Memphis, Tenn. Goldsmith's 
Milwaukee, Wis. _.._.___._..___.______ Bitker-Gerner 
Nashville, Tenn...» Castner Knott Co. 
New Orleans, La......_..._.__.___._.___._Gus Mayer Co. 
How Tak, 1. 7... 
Pittsburgh, Penna... Ke tmann’s 
Wilkes-Barre, Penna. Fowler, Dick & Walker 
Wilson, N. C. Oettinger’s 


Belle-Mode’s Camisole Bra 
Brooklyn, N. Y.......___. Abraham & Straus 
Cleveland, Ohio.._...__.._Wm. Taylor Son & Co. 
Detroit, Mich... The J. L. Hudson Co. 
Ft. Wayne, Ind... ss. Wolf & Dessaver Co. 






ee a ae Bullock's 
gS eee ee Lord & Taylor 
Se: Stix, Baer & Fuller 


George Dennison’s Can-Can Petticoat 

















Austin, Texas __Yaring’s 
Oe SS Eee 
ARO Seas a Gertz 
Grand Rapids, Mich. Wurzburg's 
Jamaica, N. Y... Gertz 
Milwaukee, Wis. Bitker-Gerner 
New York, N. Y __Best & Co. 
Paterson, N. J...____________ Meyer Brothers 


Pawtucket, R. |... == The Peerless Co. 
___.________ The Peerless Ce. 
Teen Towne 
MAY, 1954 


Springfield, Mass... 
Wilmington, Del 
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TIMES HAVE CHANGED 


Younc Tuinc: Have any of your childhood 
wishes come true? 

BALD-HEADED Man: Only one. When my 
mother combed my hair, I used to wish I 
didn’t have any. 

Sent by JANICE HOPKINS, Lodi, Ohio 


JUST IN CASE 


LitrLe Grew (at zoo): Daddy, if that lion 
gets out of his cage and eats you up, what bus 
should I take home? 

Sent by CAROLYN MILLER, Houston, Texas 


ON TARGET! 


Jane: How did you get that black eye? 
Jor: I was hit by a guided muscle. 
Sent by JUDY DUBEH, Rockville, Connecticut 


NO WORRIES 


Mororist: Boy, is this the road to Main- 
town? 

Boy: I don’t know. 

Motorist: Well, how far is it to Cherry- 
ville? 

Boy: Don’t know. 

Morcrist: You certainly don’t know much, 
do you? 

Boy: Guess not. But I’m not lost. 

Sent by ARLENE COZZI, Waycross, Georgia 


DOT, DOT, DOT 


Cano: Have I kept you waiting long? 

Parrent Date: No. But did you know 
there are 4,974 polka dots on your wallpaper? 

Sent by BARBARA GAE GROSSMAN, Bronx, N. Y. 


SHE SHOWED HIM! 


Little Sarah came into the house 
with her hair messed up, her dress 


MODERN VERSION 


Ali Baba went up to the entrance of the 
cave and shouted, “Open, Sesame!” 

And a voice from the cave replied, “Sez 
who?” 

Sent by KATHY BRENNAN, Cranford, New Jersey 


STATING THE FACTS 


A group of air-borne recruits was being 
instructed in the use of the parachute. 

“What if it doesn’t open?” asked one. 

“That,” replied the instructor, “is known 
as jumping to a conclusion.” 

Sent by DOROTHY FEDORYSHYN, Pittsfield, Mass. 


TOO GOOD TO BE TRUE 


Looking around the kindergarten and see- 
ing children drawing on the walls, pounding 
nails into the floor, spilling paint on the tables, 
and playing tag, the bewildered new boy 
asked, “Isn’t there anything we mustn’t do?” 

Sent by PAM WEBER, Akron, Ohio 


BLINDING BRILLIANCE 


Anpy: What is a genius? 

AL: A genius is a person who solves a prob- 
lem you didn’t know you had, in a way you 
can’t understand. 

Sent by JACKIE ANN MEYER, Richmond, Kentucky 


IMPORTANT NOTICE 

All jokes must be sent to THE AMERICAN GIRL on 
two-cent Government postal cards. Send as many jokes 
as you wish, but no more than two to a card. Write 
in ink, or on the typewriter, and be sure to give your 
name, full address, and age. Address your cards to 
THE AMERICAN GIRL, Jokes De ment, 155 East 44th 
Street, New York 17, New York. 

THE AMERICAN GIRL will pay $1.00 for each 
joke printed on this page. 





torn, and her knees scratched 
“What happened to you?” cried her 








mother. 

“I had a fight with the boy up the 
street,” Sarah replied. “He said I 
wasn’t a lady. So I knocked him down 
and I sat on him, and I pulled his hair 
and pounded his head until he said I 
was a lady!” 

Sent by DIANE JOHNSTON, Springfield, Mo. 


THERE’S A REASON 


“Whoever told the guy he was a prof? 
He just doesn’t know how to teach. 
Everybody hates him. Everytime he 
tries to explain something, no one can 
understand what he’s talking about. 
Ithink he ought to quit teaching and 
g0 back to the farm. I think—” 

“Yeah, I flunked too.” 

Sent by ELAINE HANSON, Nohont, Mass. 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 











“Your next sitter should be some- 
one with boxing experience.” 














“WASH” 


Read how below’! 


If your skin breaks out 
and threatens to spoil 
your good times — 
here’s great news! 
From all over the coun- 
try, teen-agers report 
wonderful results from 
washing their faces 
this new way! It helps heal externally- 
caused blemishes — fast! 


=- 


Quick and easy! To start washing 
your skin problems right down the 
drain, all you need is a cloth wrung 
out in warm water and Noxzema Skin 
Cream. This medicated beauty cream 
is greaseless! It dissolves in water! It 
gets your skin really clean and soothes 
as it cleanses! 


Feel the tingle! The moment you 
smooth on Noxzema, you feel a cool, 
refreshing tingle that 
tells you Noxzema’s 
medicated formula is 
starting to work on 
your skin problem—it 
helps your skin look 
cleaner, smoother, 
more attractive! 


* 
1 Start Tonicut! Apply Noxzema 
liberally; wring out a cloth in warm 
water; then wash as if using Soap. 
How ciean your skin looks! How 
much better it feels! Not dry or 
drawn! 


2 Hers neat while you sleep! 
Spread medicated Noxzema over your 
face and pat a bit extra on any exter- 
nally-caused blemishes to help heal 
them fast! 


3 Wash again in the morning with 
waterand Noxzema. Then apply medi- 
cated Noxzema over your whole face, 
to soothe and help protect your skin 
all day! It’s greaseless! Doesn’t show! 


Generous trial offer! Get 40¢ size jar 
of Noxzema for only 29¢ plus tax! At 
drug, cosmetic counters. 





away skin troubles! 
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STARRING DEAN MARTIN of THE DEAN MAR- 
TIN-JERRY LEWIS TEAM and JEFF CLARK ea 
merly of the LUCKY STRIKE HIT PARAD 
ARLENE JAMES of NBC-TV and ED SULLIVAN'S 
TOAST OF THE TOWN. 


AMAZING NEW 
closer together. You weet &% 000 inches of 
ten inch a You get 3 Song Parade 
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~ 
New Improved Old Sue, Record 

rooved Too Far 
(Closer Grooved) t) 





— MARTIN 
Magtin of “2 Dean Martin-Jerry Lewis Team on 
ve) Se you | wy Hits on break-resistant 
78 R.P.M. records. Souly 7¢ each song. Also on 45's. 





; 
SNOOKY LANSON 
of the Lucky Strike Hit 
Parade brings you the 


BILL LAWRENCE 


formerty of the Arthur 


i} 

the Collector's Ite Hits Collector's Item Record 
for only 17¢ each on 7 Hits for only 17c¢ each 
R.P.M. records only! —on 78 R.P.M. records. 


, MAIL NO RISK COUPON TODAY 


SONG PARADE CO., Dept. 401 3 Sena is RPM 
1 318 Market St., Newark, New Jersey | 


Rush the 18 Top Smash Hit Songs starring H 
Bean Martin, Jeff Clark and Arlene James and a 
supporting cast on 3 break-resistant vin 1 records. 

| I enclose $2.98, send stage prepaid. 
mding full $2.9 
I may keep any six songs and only return 12 for 1 
refund if not satisfied. 
0 Send 78 R.P.M. speed. 0 Send 45 R.P.M. speed. 
oe enstese $2.98. Send the 18 Hillbilly Songs. 
C enclose 5 id the y Hymns. 
] § enclose .98. Send the 18 Ma 
ose $2.98. Send oe 12 Square t Dances and Book. 
. Send the 18 Collector’s Songs in 


1 

1: 78 RPM 

1 © 1 enctose sic. oe. Sone any S Sets indicated or 
1 6 Sets. 

i 

1 

1 


payment with ‘my order.) 








City pecauiiunhiemtinsonatinetesenn State 


WITH DEAN MARTIN ano otners 
FOR 17° EACH! “sro 


Now! 6 
Complete 
Hits on 1 
Standard 
Speed 78 
Record 

or 45‘s 


$9.98 


18 FOR 





1. Secret Love 10. Stranger a Suaiiee 
2. Make Love to Me 11.7 aa s 

3. Till We Two Are One 12. , Cum mpari 

4. — the Vine Came the +> Cc rhanging Partners 
5s. Younes At Heart 1s. Oh Mein Papa 

6. Cross Over The Bridge 16. Walting My Baby 

7. Dark Town Strutters Bal! Soak Ho 

8. Wanted 17. tof Mi My He: 

9. The Book 18. | Get So bab (Oh Baby tine) 
stcemieteeeneil 
ARR. 

(18 HILLBILLY SONGS—ONLY $2.98 

1. Slowly 11. I'm Walkin’ the Dog 
2. ¥ ou All Co 12. Wake Up Irene 

3. Treats Don’! tWantto Know 13. When Mexican Joe Met 
= aceaee ase Me Jole Bion 

B. Yon Bettas nee banker’ 14. Let Me Be The One 
7. Bimbo 1S. Tennessee Wig Walk 
8. There Stands the Glass 16. Mama, Come Get 

9. Satisfaction Guaranteed Your Baby Boy 

10. it’s Been So L 


 penemeeemeenteneseeniantaanaemaiia” 
(1 18 COUNTRY HYMNS—ONLY $2.98 


2. Parting otere... » 10. 1f We Ever Meet Again 
« The Family oO Prays 11. | Know Who Hold 
3: While The Ages Roll © — 
. ——e. al wea Hilltop 12. Glory Land March 
6. From The Manger to 13. No Tears In Heaven 
a rhe Grose... pe 14. Man of Galilee 
+ Someone To re inni 
8. | Can't Help What “4 a moe Sinning 
Others Say » Suppernee 
9. I'm Using My Bible 17. Crying In The Chapel 
or a Road Map 18. The Great Milky Way 
eeenentneliaial 


Some 
2 18 Popular Latin Rhythm Mambo Songs | $2.98 


O18 wir ——— SONGS BY _ MARTIN 
& OTHERS—ONLY $2.98 











' La! jot More Than . s J 
You Ever Know 18. Tain't Nice 

















By Tito Puente, Tito ee Ne and Joe 
1. Aprieta El Pollo 10. El Nuevo pe 
a1. Quere Re Ma 
De Caramelos 
Quile El Bon Bon 
ambo Nuevo York 
Choro P. 


SeNOVRYNE 





tbe be bt be ee 
Puenbee: 


‘o 
: En Bolondron 








—z 
po 
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| 
nk ' a 
Address... “a 


(12 SQUARE DANCES & BOOK — $2.98 
You get 12 Square Dance Songs by Hap omy 


others plus Gift Book ‘‘Square Dancing’ f 
1. Mockin’ Bird 7. Chicken Reel 
2. Flop Eared Mule 8. Golden Slipper 
3. Buffalo Gal 9. Red River Valley 
4. Oh, Susanna 10. Arkansas Traveler 
S. Soldier's Joy 11. Little Brown Ju 
6. vil's Dream 12. Turkey in the Straw 
PLUS BOOK: 0 78 RPM 45 RPM 


“Square Dancing For Young And Oid’’ 








18 5 yy SONGS—$2.98 
Lanson, Bill Lawrence, etc. $2.98 
1. Teli - ya Mine 11. Till | Waltz Again With 
3: You' Belong To pe 
= See, SS Se 12. Don’t Let the Stars Get 

4.A here | Wander 
5. Takes Two To Tango i Your Syes 
6. My Baby's Coming Home 13. Trying 
eS —_ vs ee > 14. Even Now 

\e ecre 
3: Hold Me, Thrill Me, > oe ree 


Kiss Me 16. Have You ‘Heard 
10. Why Don't You Believe 17. Side By Side 
Me 18. Oh Happy Day 

















You can put your name on 
most everything you own if 
you use Cash’s Woven Names 
—thereby insuring 
identification and erieetion 
from loss at home or away. Ask y 
dealer or write for Free folder Not 
Ways To Use Cash's Names. 


CASH’S 
So. Norwalk 1, Conn. 


$2.75 120 $3.75 NO-SO CEMENT 
PRICES Des $3.25 24 en $5.75 35< a Tube 








60 POWER TELESCOPE 
Variable Eyepiece 20x—40x—60x— Brass Bound 


NEW! Three telescopes in one. 3 different 
magnifications. = — for 


$3.98 










ultra-bright images w * 
wi 
Guaranteed to er- 
objects, any- 
events, P the 
s , oe s. 
times as “ 
shose lished 


und 5 
Mass production enables us to offer this in- 
strument at at amazin price of $3.98. Money Back 
Guarantee. We pay set yours NOW. 


Criterion Co., Dept. jr > Church St., Hartford 3, Conn. 
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FREE! FREE! 
Photo of Your Favorite 


MOVIE STAR 


Big Borgoin! ...NOT size, LARGER, 
ACTUAL ronibAlt. at — = Fate be “baountet cetaen. Free 
pictus 
"HOME Aooresses, ‘BIRTHDAYS, 
Send only 15¢ for 







Many oddi' 
vast) Tells how to get 
TOS of stars HOMES. 
hondling (2 photos for 2$¢). Rush to: 
OLLYWOOD FILM STAR CENTER 
Box 2309, Dept. W-5, Hollywood 28, Colifornio 


Sea Shell Jewelry 
Design Book 


Make beautiful exotic sea 
shell jewelry. Adorn your- 
self with thrilling necklaces, brooches, 
earrings, ete. Sell your handicraft for 
extra money. Lovely gifts. For Design Book, 
price list of shells and materials, send name, 
address and 10¢ (stamps or coin) to 


DURYEA SHELL STUDIO, Dept. 74, Bay Pines, Fla. 


SHOW IT WHILE IS HOT 


d New RICK-RACK Je 

























Rules for BY YOU Entries 


AVE YOU SENT an entry yet for your ow 
Contributors’ Department? 

Readers under eighteen years of age my 
send contributions to this department. The 
may be on any subject that will appeal 
teen-agers. Only original material, never be. 
fore published, should be submitted. 

“Original” means that in all contribution 
the idea, and the drawings or words which 
express that idea, must be entirely the sender’, 
Contributions must not be copied in any way 
from the work of another: person. 

Short Stories: Not over 800 words. 

Poems: Two to twenty-five lines. 

Nonfiction: Description, biographical o& 
human-interest sketch, episode from real life 
Not over 400 words. 

Drawings: Black-and-white only, on stif 
drawing paper or poster board; may be don 
in pencil, black writing ink, India ink, charcoal, 
tempera, or wash. Not smaller than 5” x 7’, 
Warninc: Wrap carefully! 

Photographs: Any subject, Black-and. 
white only. No smaller than 24” by 2%’. 
Wrap carefully, as damaged photographs wil! 
not be considered. 

RULES 
1. Entries for the September, 1954, issue must be 
mailed on or before June 1, 1954. Entries 
will be considered only for the one issue of 
the magazine for which they are submitted. 
2. On the upper half of the first page of all 
manuscripts—or on a sheet attached to draw. 
ings and photographs—there must be written: 

The name, address, and age of sender. 

Her troop number if she is a Girl Scout. 

The number of words in the piece submitted. 

The following endorsement, signed by par- 
ent, teacher, or guardian: 

“I have seen this contribution and am con- 
vinced that it is the original idea and work oj 
the sender.” 

3. Manuscripts must.-betypewritten or neatly 
written in ink, on one side of the paper only. 
4. Ages of the contributors will be considered 
in judging, and the decision of the judges is 
final. A contributor may send only one entry a 
month—not one of each kind, but only one. 

5. All manuscripts, drawings, and photographs 
submitted become the property of THE AMER- 
1cAN Girt Magazine and cannot be acknowl 
edged or returned. THE AMERICAN GIRL re- 
serves the right to cut and edit manuscripts 


when necessary. 
AWARDS 

First awards, $10; all others, $5. Each month 
a list of Honorable Mention contributions is 
printed. No awards are made for these: 

Send Entries to “By You” Dept. Editor 

THe AMERICAN Girt Magazine 

155 East 44th St., New York a, N. Y. 











-----t HANDY ORDER FORM —— 


THE AMERICAN GIRL 


155 East 44th St. New York 17, N.Y. 





Please enter my subscription (or advance re- 
newal) to The AMERICAN GIRL Magazine 
for the period checked. Payment is enclosed. 


[— 2 YRS. $5.00 (1 3 YRS. $7.00 


(1 1 YR. $3.00 —0 6 MOS. $1.50 
(Add 60¢ a year for foreign subscriptions) 
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Into the gay moments of companionship, 7 


3. Coca-Cola fits naturally as laughter. 


= Its matchless flavor and goodness 


1 lite. have won the approval of four generations— 


n stif and today more people ask for Coke 
d 

oan than any soft drink in the world. 

, Coke is the refreshment of quality 
k-and. 
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See EDDIE FISHER on “‘Coke Time” 
NBC Television twice each week. 
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“COKE” IS A REGISTERED TRADE-M>>?* COPYRIGHT 1954, THE COCA-COLA COMPANY 
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Beautiful ais 


THERE ARE THREE BRECK SHAMPOOS 
FOR THREE DIFFERENT HAIR CONDITIONS 


The hair of a little child shines with soft, natural beauty. A 
Breck Shampoo will help bring out the natural beauty of your 
hair. There are three Breck Shampoos. One Breck Shampoo is 
for dry hair. Another Breck Shampoo is for oily hair. A third 
Breck Shampoo is for normal hair. The Breck Shampoo for your 
hair condition will leave your hair clean, fragrant and beautiful. 


The Three Breck Shampoos are available at Beauty Shops, Drug Stores, Department Stores, and wherever cosmetics are sold. 


H BRECK INC ° MANUFACTURING CHEMISTS ° SPRINGFIELD 3 MASSACHUSETTS 
YORK ° CHICAGO ° S AN PRANCISCO ° eT Faw & CANADA 








